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THE DYNASTS 

AN EPIC-DRAMA OF THE WAR WITH NAPOLEON 
IN THREE PARTS, NINETEEN ACT'S. AND 
ONE HUNDRED & THIRTY SCENES 

THE TIME COVERED BY THE ACTION BEING ABOUT TEN YEARS 


Desine fata Dcftm Jiecii sperare precando. 

And I heard sounds rf t7isuU^ shame ^ and ivrong 
And trumpets blown, /or wars. 




PREFACE 

The Spectacle here presented in the likeness of a Drama is 
concerned with the Great Historical Calamity, or Clash of 
Peoples, artificially brought about some hundred years ago. 

The choice of such a subject was mainly due to three 
accidents of locality. It chanced that the writer was familiar 
with a part of England that lay within hail of the watering- 
place in which King George the Third had his favourite 
summer residence during the war with the first Napoleon, and 
where he was visited by ministers and others who bore the 
weight of English affairs on their more or less competent 
shoulders at that stressful time. Secondly, this district, being 
also near the coast which had echoed with rumours of invasion 
in their intensest form while the descent threatened, was 
formerly animated by memories and traditions of the desperate 
military preparations for that contingency. Thirdly, the same 
countryside happened to include the village which was the 
birthplace of Nelson’s flag-captain at Trafalgar. 

When, as the first published result of these accidents, The 
Trumpet-Major was printed, more than twenty years ago, I 
found myself in the tantalizing position of having touched 
the fringe of a vast international tragedy without being 
able, through limits of plan, knowledge, and opportunity, to 
enter further into its events ; a restriction that prevailed 
for many years. But the slight regard paid to English 
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influence and action throughout the struggle by so many 
Continental writers who had dealt with Napoleon’s career, 
seemed always to leave room for a new handling of the 
theme which should re-embody the features of this influence 
in their true proportion ; and accordingly, on a belated day 
about six years back, the following drama was outlined, to 
be taken up now and then at wide intervals ever since. 

It may, 1 think, claim at least a tolerable fidelity to the 
facts of its date as they are given in ordinary records. When- 
ever any evidence of the words really spoken or written by 
the characters in their various situations was attainable, as 
close a paraphrase has been aimed at as was compatible with 
the form chosen. And in all cases outside oral tradition, 
accessible scenery, and existing relics, my indebtedness for 
detail to the abundant pages of the historian, the biographer, 
and the journalist, English and Foreign, has been, of course, 
continuous. 

It was thought proper to introduce,^ a§ aupematuxal 

s pectators j af. the terrestri al action, certain impersonated 

abstractions, or Intelligences, called Spirits. They are 
intended to be taken by the reader for what they may be 
worth as contrivances of the fancy merely. Their doctrines 
are but tentative, and are advanced with little eye to a 
systematized philosophy warranted to lift “ the burthen of the 
mystery ” of this unintelligible world. The chief thing hoped 
for them is that they and their utterances may have dramatic 
plausibility enough to procure for them, in the words of 
Coleridge, that willing suspension of disbelief for the 
moment which constitutes poetic faith.” The wide prevalence 
of the Monistic theory of the Universe forbade, in this 
twentieth century, the importation of Divine personages from 
any antique Mythology as ready-made sources or channels of 
Causation, even in verse, and excluded the celestial machinery 
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of, say, Paradise Lost^ as peremptorily as that of the Iliad or 
the Eddas, And the abandonment of the masculine pronoun 
in allusions to the First or Fundamental Energy seemed a 
necessary and logical consequence of the long abandonment 
by thinkers of the anthropomorphic conception of the same. 

These phantasmal Intelligences are divided into groups, of 
which one only, that of the Pities, approximates to iijthe 
Universal Sympathy of human natur.e — the spectator idealized”^ 
oFffie Greek Chorus ; it is iippressiqnable and incopsisterit in 
its^jdews, which sway htthey ,and thither as wrought on by 
events. Another group approximates to the passionless 
Insight of the Ages. The remainder are eclectically chosen 
auxiliaries'" whose signification may be readily discerned. In 
point of literary form, the scheme of contrasted Chorusej^jjad 
other conventions of this external feature was shaped with a 
single view to the modern expression of a. modern outlook, and 
i n frank divergence from classical. . ...apcJ o^het dratnafic 
precedent which ruled the ancient voicings of ancient themes. 

It may hardly be necessary to inform readers that in 
devising this chronicle-piece no attempt has been made to 
create that completely organic structure of action, and closely- 
webbed development of character and motive, which are 
demanded in a drama strictly self-contained. A panoramic 
show like the present is a series of historical “ ordinates (to 
use a term in geometry) : the subject is familiar to all ; and 
foreknowledge is assumed to fill in the junctions required to 
combine the scenes into an artistic unity. Should the 
mental spectator be unwilling or unable to do this, a 
historical presentment on an intermittent plan, in which the 
dramatis personm number some hundreds, exclusive of crowds 
and armies, becomes in his individual case unsuitable. 

In this assumption of a completion of the action by those 
to whom the drama is addressed, it is interesting, if un* 

1 SchlegeL 
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necessary, to name an exemplar as old as Aeschylus, whose 
plays are, as Dr. Verrall reminds us,^ scenes from stories taken 
as known, and would be unintelligible without supplementary 
scenes of the imagination. 

Readers will readily discern, too, that The Dynasis is 
intended simply for .jp^iental performance, and not for the stage*^ 
Some critics have averred that to declare a drama® as being 
not for the stage is to make an announcement whose subject 
and predicate cancel each other. The question seems to be 
an unimportant matter of terminology. Compositions cast in 
this shape were, without doubt, originally written for the 
stage only, and as a consequence their nomenclature of “ Act,” 
“ Scene,” and the like, was drawn directly from the vehicle of 
representation. But in the course of time such a shape would 
reveal itself to be an eminently readable one ; moreover, by 
dispensing with the theatre altogether, a freedom of treatment 
was attainable in this form that was denied where the material 
possibilities of stagery had to be rigorously remembered. 
With the careless mechanicism of human speech, the techni- 
calities of practical mumming were retained in these 
productions when they had ceased to be concerned with the 
stage at all. 

To say, then, in the present case, that a writing in play- 
shape is not to be played, is merely another way of stating that 
such writing has been done in a form for which there chances 
to be no brief definition save one already in use for works that 
it superficially but not entirely resembles. 

Whether mental performance alone may not eventually be 
the fate of all drama other than that of contemporary or 
frivolous life, is a kindred question not without interest. The 
mind naturally flies to the triumphs of the Hellenic and 
Elizabethan theatre in exhibiting scenes laid “far in the 

^ Introduction to the Choephori, 

2 It is now called an Epic-drama (1909). 
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Unapparent,” and asks why they should not be repeated. 
But the meditative world is older, more invidious, more 
nervous, more quizzical, than it once was, and being unhappily 
perplexed by — 

Riddles of Death Thebes never knew, 

may be less ready and less able than Hellas and old England 
were to look through the insistent, and often grotesque, 
substance at the thing signified. 

In respect of such plays of poesy and dream a practicable 
compromise may conceivably result, taking the shape of a 
monotonic delivery of speeches, with dreamy conventional 
gestures, something in the manner traditionally maintained 
by the old Christmas mummers, the curiously hypnotizing 
impressiveness of whose automatic style — that of persons who 
spoke by no will of their own — may be remembered by all 
who ever experienced it- Gauzes or screens to blur outlines 
might still further shut off the actual, as has, indeed, already 
been done in exceptional cases. But with this branch of the 
subject we are not concerned here. 

T. H. 


September 1903. 
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FORE SCENE 


THE OVERWORLD 

Enter the Ancient Spirit and Chorus of the Years, the Spirit and Chorus 
of the^itiea, the Shade ^of the Earth , the Spirits Simster and Ironic witl^ their 
Choruses, Rumours, Spirit-Mr^ngers, and Recording Angelsr’'"’™^’"""" 

Shade of the Earth 
IVAail of the Im inanent Will and Its designs? 

Spirit of the Years 
It works unconsciously^ as heretofore^ 

Eternal artistries in Circumstance^ 

Whose patterns, wroieght by rapt cestheiic rote. 

Seem in themselves Its single listless aim, 

And not their consequence. 

Chorus of the Pities (aerial music) 

Still thus ? Still thus f 
Ever miconscious / 

An automatic sense 
Unweeting why or whence ? 

Be, then, the inevitable, as of old, 

Although that SO it be we dare not hold! 

Spirit of the Years 
Hold what ye list, fond unbelieving Sprites, 

You cannot swerve the pulsion of the Byss, 

Which thinking on, yet weighing not Its thought. 
Unchecks Its clocklike laws. 

Spirit Sinister (aside) 

Good, as before. 

My little engines, then, will still have play. 
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FORE SCENE 


Spirit of the Pities 

W/zy doth It so and so, and ever so, 

T his viewless^ voiceles s Turner of the Wheel f 

Spirit of the Years 

As one sad story runs. It lends Its heed 
To other worlds, being wearied out with this ; 
Whe7'efore Its mindlessness of earthly woes. 

Some, too, have told at whiles that rightfully 
Its warefulness. Its care, this planet lost 
When in her early growth and crudity 
By bad tnad acts of severance 7nen contrived. 

Working such nescie7tce by their own device 

Yea, so it stands in cerfam chronicles. 

Though not tn 7Jtine. 

Spirit of the Pities 
Meet is it, none the less. 

To bear in thought that though Its consciousness 
May be estranged, engrossed afar, or sealed, 
Sublunar shocks may wake Its watch a7ion ? 

Spirit of the Years 

Nay. In the Foretiizie, even to the germ of Beings 

Nothing appears of shape to indicate 

That cog7tizance has marshalled things terrene. 

Or will {such is 77iy thinking) in izzy span. 

Rather they show that, like a kfiitter drowsed, 

W^as£^fs%g£tcsplayUn.sMISjimMu4fj^^ 

The Will has woven with a7t absent heed 
Since life first was; and ever will so weave. 

Spirit Sinister 

Hence wive rare dra77ias going — fnore so since 
It wove Its web in that Ajaccian wofnb I 

Spirit of the Years 
Well, no more thus on what no mind can 77tete, 
Our scot>e is but to raster and ju^tt;h 
By means ofTlus great^^ff accorded us — 

Th^ free trajection pf our entities. 
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Spirit of the Pities 

On things terrene^ then^ I would say that though 
The human news wJm'ewith the Rumours stzrred us 
May please thy temper^ Years, ^twere better far 
Such deeds were nulled^ and this strange znatis career 
Wound up, as making mharmonious ja?s 
In her creation whose meek wraith we know. 

The znore that he, turned man of me?"e traditions, 

Now profits naught. For the large potencies 
Instilled into his idiosyncrasy — 

To throne fair Liberty in Privilege room — 

Are taking tami, and sink to common plots 
For his own gain. 

Shade of the Earth 

And who, then. Cordial One, 
Wouldst substitute for this Intractable ? 

Chorus of the Pities (aerial music) 

We would establish those of kindliez build. 

In fair Compassions skilled, 

Men of deep art in life-development ; 

Watchers and warders of thy varied lands, 

Men surfeited of laymg heavy hands 
Upon the innocent. 

The mild, the fz'agile, the obscure content 
Among the myriads of thy family. 

Those, too, who love the true, the excellent,^ 

And make their daily moves a melody. 

Shade of the Earth 
They may cozne, will they. I am not averse. 

Yet know I am but the ineffectual Shade 

Of her the Travailler, herself a thrall 

To It/ in all her labourings curbed and kinged! 

Spirit of the Years 
Shall such be mooted now f Already change 
Hath played strange pranks since first I brooded here. 
But old Laws Q^perate yet/ and phase and phase 
Of metis dynastic and imperial moils 
Shape on accustomed lines. Though, as for me., 

1 care not how they shape, or whcd they be. 
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Spirit of the Pities 
You seem to have small sense of 7nercy^ Sire f 

Spirit of the Years 

Mercy I view, not urge; — nor inore than 7nark 
What designate your titles Good a/zd III, 

’ Tis not in me to feel with, or against. 

These flesh-hinged znannikins Its ha?zd upwinds 
To click-clack off Its preadjusted laws; 

But oftly through zny cezzturies to behold 

Their aspects, and their 7noveme?zts, and their mould. 

Spirit of the Pities 

They are shapes that bleed, mere inannikins or no, 
And each has parcel in the total Will, 

Spirit of the Years 

Which overrides them as a whole its parts 
In other entities. 

Spirit Sinister (aside) 

Lhnbs of Itself : 

Each o7ie a jot of It in quaint disguise? 

Pll fear all men henceforward t 

Spirit of the Pities 
Go to. Let this terrestrial tragedy — 

Spirit Ironic 

flay, cotnedy — 

Spirit of the Pities 

Let this earth-tragedy 
Whereof ye spake, afford a spectacle 
Forthwith conned closelier than your custom is , — 

Spirit of the Years 

How does it stand? (To a Recording Angel) 

Open and chant the page 
Thou^st lately writ, that stmzs these happenings. 

In brief reminder of their instant points 
Slighted by us amid our converse here. 
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Recording Angel (from a book, m recitative) 

Now viellow-eyed Peace is made captive^ 

And Vengeance is chartered 
To deal forth its dooms on the Peoples 
With sword and with spear, 

Meds musings are busy with forecasts 
Of musters and battle^ 

And visions of shock and disaster 
Rise red on the year. 

The easternmost ruler sits wistful.^ 

And tense he to midward ; 

The King to the west mans his borders 
hi fro7it and in rear. 

While o?ie they eye, flushed from his crownings 
Ranks legions around him 
To shake the enisled neighbour nation 
And close her career! 

Semichorus I. of Rumours (aerial music) 

O woven-winged squadrons of Toulon 
And fellows of Rochefort, 

Wait, wait for a wind, and draw westward 
Ere Nelson be near ! 

For he reads not you? force, or your freightage 
Of warriors fell-handed. 

Or when they will join for the onset, 

Or whither they steer! 

Semichorus II 

0 Nelson, so zealous a watcher 

Through months-long of cruizing. 

Thy foes may elude thee a moment, 

Put forth, and get clears ^ 

And rendezvous westerly straightway 
With Spairis aiding navies. 

And hasten to head violation 
Of Albion’s frontier! 
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FORE SCENE 


Spirit of the Years 


Meihinks ioo muck assurance thrills your note 
On secrets m my locker^ gentle sprites; 

But if may serve. — Our thought bemg now reflex ed 
To forces operant on this English isle, 

Behoves it us to ejiter scene by scene, 

Afid watch the spectacle of Europe* $ moves 
In her embroil, as they were selfordai?ied 
According to the naive and liberal creed 
Of our great-hearted young Compassionates, 

Forgetting the Prime Mover of the gear. 

As puppet-watchers him who pulls the strings 
Yodll mark the iwitchings of this Bon aparte 
As he with other figures foots his reel, 

Until he twitch him into his lonely grave : 

Also r egar d the frail ones that his flings 
Have made gyrate like animalcula 
In tepid pools. — Hence to the precinct, then. 

And count as framework to the stagery 
Yon architraves of sunbeam-smitten cloud . — 

So may ye judge Eari/is jackaclocks to be 
Not fugled by one Will, but function-free. 

The nether sky opens, and Europe is disclosed as a prone and emaciated 
figure, the Alps shaping like a backbone, and the branching mountam-chams 
like ribs, the peninsular plateau of Spain forming a head. Broad and lengthy 
lowlands stretch from the north of France across Russia like a grey-green 
garment hrmraed by the Ural mountains and the glistening Arctic Ocean. 

The point of view then sinks downwards through space, and draws near to 
the surface of the perturbed countries, where the peoples, distressed by e vents 
which thev_didjQflt,.£a.ii.se.-a.r e seen wri thing,.xrawlmg>.-h£a^dng^ 
in their vaiiou s citie s and nationalities. 


Spirit of the Years (to the Spirit of the Pities) 

As key-scene to the whole, I first lay bare 
The Will-webs of thy fearftd questioning; 

For know that of my antique privileges 
This gift to visualize the Mode is one 
{Though by exhaustive strain and effort only). 

See, then, and learn, ere my power pass again. 

A new and penetrating light descends on the spectacle, enduing men and 
things with a seeming transparency, and exhibiting as one organism the 
anatomy of life and movement m all humanity and vitalized matter included 
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Spirit of the Pities (after a pause) 

Jlimd this scene of bodies substantive 
Strange waves I sight like winds grown visible^ 

Which bear metis forms on their innumerous coils^ 
Twining and serpentining round and through. 

Also retracting threads like gossamers — 

Except in being irresistible — 

Which cotnplicate with sotncy and balance all. 

Spirit of the Years 

These are the Pritne Volitions^ — fibrilSy veins, 
Will-tissues, nerves, and pulses of the Cause, 

That heave throughout the Eartlis compositure. 

Their su7}i is like the lobule of a Brain 
Evolving always that it wots not of; 

A Brahi whose whole connotes the Everywhere, 

And whose procedure may but be discerned 
By phanto7n eyes like ours; the while unguessed 
Of those it stirs, who {even as ye do) dream 
iheir 7notions free, their orderings supreme; 

Each life apart from each, with power to 7nete 
Its owfi dafs treasures; balanced, self complete ; 
Thotigh they subsist but atoms of the One 
Labouring through all, divisible fro7n none; 

But this no fiirther 7iow, Deeni yet 77iads deeds self done. 
The ana tomy of the Immanent Will disappea rs 

General Chorus of Intelligences (aerial music) 

Wdll close up Tmie, as a bird its vaft. 

Will trave7'se Space, as spirits can. 

Link pulses severed by leagues and years, 

B7ing cradles into touch with biers; 

So that the far-off Co7tseque?7ce appears 

Pro77ipt at the heel offoj'cgone Cause . — 

The Prime, that willed ere wareness was. 

Whose Brain perchance is Space, whose Thought its laws,^ 
Which we as th7^eads and streams discern, 

We may but 7nuse on, never lear7i. 


END OF THE FORE SCENE 
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ACT FIRST 

SCENE I 

ENGLAND. A RIDGE IN \^SSEX 

The time is a fine day in March 1805. A highway crosses the ridge, 
which is near the sea, and the south coast is seen bounding the landscape 
below, the open Channel extending beyond. 

Spirit of the Years 

Hark noWy ajtd gather how the martial mood 

Stirs E^tgland^s humblest hearts^ Anon wdll trace ^ 

Its heavings in the tipper coteries there. 

Spirit Sinister 

Ay ; begin smally and so lead up to the greater. It is a sound 
dramatic principle. I always aim to follow it in my pestilencesy 
fireSy famineSy and other comedies. And thoughy to be surCy I did 
not in 77iy Lisbon earthquakey I did in my French Terrory and ftiy 
St. Do7mngo burlesque.-^ 

Spirit of the'“Years „ 

Thy Lisbon earthquakey thy French Terror. VFait, 
Thinking thou will sty thou dost but indicate. 

A stage-coach enters, with passengers outside. Their voices after the fore- 
going sound small and commonplace, as from another medium. 

First Passenger 

There seems to be a deal of traffic over Ridgeway, even at 
this time o’ year. 

Second Passenger 

Yes. It is because the King and Court are coming down here 
later on. They wake up this part rarely ! ... See, now, how 
the Channel and coast open out like a chart. That patch of mist 
below us is the town we are bound for. There’s the Isle of 
Slingers beyond, like a floating snail. That wide bay on the 
right is where the “Abergavenny,” Captain John Wordsworth, 
was wrecked last month. One can see half across to France up 
here. 
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First Passenger 

Half across. And then another little half, and ^hen all that’s 
behind — the Corsican mischief I 

Second Passenger 

Yes. People who live hereabout — I am a native of these 
parts — ^feel the nearness of France more than they do inland. 

First Passenger 

That’s why we have seen so many of these marching regiments 
on the road. This year his grandest attempt upon us is to be 
made, I reckon. 

Second Passenger 

May we be ready 1 

First Passenger 

Well, we ought to be. We’ve had alarms enough, God knows. 
Third Passenger 

I much doubt his intention to come at all. 

Some companies of infantry aie seen ahead, and the coach presently over- 
takes them. 

Soldiers (singing as they^valk) 

We be the King’s men, hale and hearty, 

Marching to meet one Buonapaity ; 

If he won’t sail, lest the wind should blow,; 

We shall have marched for nothing, 0 1 
Right fol-lol 1 

We be the King’s men, hale and hearty^ 

Marching to meet one Buonaparty ; 

If he be sea-sick, says “ No, no I” 

We shall have marched for nothing, O 1 
Right fol-lol I 

The soldiers draw aside, and the coach passes on. 

Second Passenger 

Is there truth in it that Bonaparte wrote a letter to the King 
last month 
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First Passenger 

Yes, sir. A letter in his own hand, in which he expected the 
King to reply to him in the same manner. 

Soldiers (continuing, as they are left behind) 

We be the King’s men, hale and heart)^ 

Marching to meet one Buonaparty ; 

Never mind, mates ; we’ll be merry, though 

We may have marched for nothing, O ! 

Right fol-lol ! 

Third Passenger 

And was Boney’s letter friendly ? 

First Passenger 

Certainly, sii*. He requested peace with the King. 

Third Passenger 

And why shouldn’t the King reply in the same manner ? 

First Passenger 

Wliat I Encourage this man in an act of shameless presump- 
tion, and give him the pleasure of considering himself the equal 
of the King of England — whom he actually calls his brother ! 

Third Passenger 

He must be taken for what he is, not for what he was ; and 
if he calls King George his brother it doesn’t speak badly for his 
friendliness. 


First Passenger 

AAHiether or no, the King, rightly enough, did not reply in 
person, but through Lord Mulgrave our Foreign Minister, to the 
effect that his Britannic Majesty cannot give a specific answer 
till he has communicated with the Continental powers. 

Third Passenger 

Both the manner and the matter of the reply are British ; but 
a huge mistake. 
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First Passenger 

Sir, am I to deem you a friend of Bonaparte, a traitor to your 
country- 

Third Passenger 

Damn my wig, sir, if Pll be called a traitor by you or any 
Court sycophant at all at all ! [He unpacks a case of pistols. 

Second Passenger 

Gentlemen, forbear, forbear 1 Should such differences be 
suffered to arise on a spot where we may, in less than three 
months, be fighting for our very existence ? This is foolish, I 
say. Heaven alone, who reads the secrets of this man’s heart, 
can tell what his meaning and intent may be, and if his letter 
has been answered wisely or no. 

The coach is stopped to skid the wheel for the descent of the hill, and 
before it starts again a dusty horseman overtakes it. 

Several Passengers 

A London messenger ! {To horseman) Any news, sir ? We 
are from Bristol only. 

Horseman 

Yes ; much. We have declared war against Spain, an error 
giving vast delight to France. Bonaparte says he -will date his 
next dispatches from London, and the landing of his army may 
be daily expected. 

[Exit horseman. 

Third Passenger (to First) 

Sir, I apologize. He’s not to be trusted ! War is his name, 
and aggression is with him ! 

He repacks the pistols. A silence follows. The coach and passengers 
move downwards and disappear towards the coast. 

Spirit of the Pities 
III chanced it that the English monarch George 
Did not respond to the said Emperor! 

Spirit Sinister 

I saw good sport therein^ and pceajid the Will 
To unimpel so stultifying a move / 

Which would have marred the European broil^ 

And sheathed all swords^ and silenced every gun 
That riddles human flesh. 
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Spirit of the Pities 

O say no more; 

If aught could gratify the Absolute 
’ Twould verily be thy censure^ not thy praise / 

Spirit of the Years 

The ruling was that we should witness things 
And not dispute tjmn. To the drama^ then. 
Efnprizes over-Channel are the key 
To this land^s stir and ferment. — Thither we. 

Clouds gather over the scene, and slowly open elsewhere. 


SCENE II 


PARIS. OFFICE OF THE MINISTER OF MARINE 


Adjwiral pECRi^ seatec^at ajtable. ^ A knock without. 


Come in ! Good news, I hope ! 

Attendant 


[An attendant enters 


A courier, sir. 


Decr^S 

Show him in straightway. 

[The attendant goes out, 

I 

From the Emperor 

As I expected ! 

A courier is admitted, who delivers a dispatch. 


Courier 

Sir, for your own hand 

And yours alone. 

Decr:^s 

Thanks. Be in waiting near. 

[The courier withdraws. 

DECRis reads; 

“ I am resolved that no wild dream of Ind, 

And what we there might win ; or of the West, 
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And bold re-conquest there of Surinam 
And other Dutch retreats along those coasts, 

Or British islands nigh, shall draw me now 
From piercing into England through Boulogne 
As lined in my first plan. If I do strike, 

I strike effectively ; to forge which feat 
There’s but one way — planting a mortal wound 
In England’s heart — the very English land — 

Whose insolent and cynical reply 

To my well-pleaded plaint on breach of faith 

Concerning Malta, as at Amiens pledged, 

Has lighted up anew such brands of ire 
As may involve the world. — Now to the case: 

Our naval forces can be all assembled 
Without the foe’s foreknowledge or surmise, 

By these rules following ; to whose text I ask 
Your gravest application ; and, when conned, 

That steadfastly you stand by word and word, 

Making no question of one jot therein. 

‘‘ First, then, let WUgneuve wait a favouring wind 
For process westv/ard swift to Martinique. 

Coaxing the English after. Join him there 
Gravina, Missiessy, and Gant eaume ; 

Which junction once effected all our keels — 

Now nigh to sixty sail — regain the Manche, 

While the pursuers linger in the West 
At hopeless fault. — Having hoodwinked them thus, 

Our boats skim over, disembark the army, 

And in the twinkling of a patriot’s eye 
All London will be ours. 

“ In strictest secrecy carve this to shape — 

Let never an admiral or captain scent 
Save Villeneuve and Ganteaume ; and pen each charge 
With your own quill. The surelier to outwit them 
I statt for Italy ; and there, as ’twere 
Engrossed in f^tes and Coronation n tes, 

Abide till, at the ne^7 I reach Boulogne. 

And head the enterprize. — N apoleon.” 

DnCRhs reflects, and turns to wnte, 

B 
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Spirit of the Pities 
ills ? Ho-iv is Deeres ordained to fnove ? 

Spirit of the Years 

He buckles to the work. First to Vi/leneuve, 

His oneti7ne comrade and his boyhoodts friend^ 

Now lingering at Toulon^ he jots swift linesj 
Then duly to Ganteaume. — They are sealed forthwith^ 
And superscribed : Break not till on the mainl^ 
Boisterous smgmg is heard in the street. 

Spirit of the Pities 

I hear confused and shmnering sounds without^ 

Like those which thrill the hives at evenfall 
When swarming pends. 

Spirit of the Years 

They but proclaim the crowd, 
Which sings and shouts its hot entlmsiasms 
For this dead-ripe desig?t on England's shore, 

Till the persuasion of its own pliifnp words, 

Acting upon mercurial temperaments, 

Makes hope as prophecy. Our E^nperor 

Will show himself {say they) in this exploit 
Unwavering, keen, and irresistible 
As is the lightning-prong. Our vast flotillas 

Have been embodied as by sorcery; 

Soldiers made seame^t, and the ports transformed 
To rocking cities casemented with guns. 

Against these valiants balance England's means : 

Raw 7}ierchant-fellows fro7n the counting-house, 

Raw labourers from the fields, who thumb for arms 
Clumsy untempered pikes forged hurriedly. 

And cry them full-equipt. Their batteries, 

Their flying carriages, their catamarans, 

Shall profit not, and in one summer night 
Wdll find us there / ” 

Recording Angel 

And is this prophecy true f 
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Spirit of the Years 
Occasion will reveaL 

Shade of the Earth 

What boots it, Sire, 

To down this dynasty, set that 07ie up. 

Goad panting peoples to the throes thei'eof. 

Make wither here ?ny fruity mamtain tt there. 

And hold me travailling through Jineless years 
In vain and objectless 7nonoto7iy, 

When all s uck tedious conjiirin^ could be shunned 

By uncreatiofz 9 Howsoever wise 

The govema^zce of these massed 7nortalities, 

A juster wisdom his who should have ruled 
They had 7iot been. 

Spirit of the Years 

Nay, something hidden urged 
The giving matter ^notion; and these coils 
Are, tnaybe, good as any. 

Spirit of the Pities 

But why any 9 

Spirit of the Years 

Sprite of Compassiozis, ask the Immanent / 

I am but an accessory of Its works. 

Whom the Ages render conscious; and at zjzost 
Figure as boundezt witness of Its laws. 

Spirit of the Pities 

How ask the aim of unrelaxing Will 
Tranced in Its purpose to unknowingness 9 
{If thy words. Ancient Phanto?n, token true). 

Spirit of the Years 

Thou answerest well. But cease to ask of me. 

Meanwhile the mime proceeds , — We turn herefrom, 

Change our homu7icules, and observe forthwith 
How the High Influence sways the English realm. 

And how the jacks lip out their reasonings there. 

The Cloud-curtain draws. 
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SCENE III 

LONDON. THE OLD HOUSE OF COMMONS 

A long chamber with a gallery on each side supported by thin columns 
having gilt Ionic capitals. Three round-headed windows are at the further 
end, above the Speaker's* chair, which is backed by a huge pedimented 
structure m white and gilt, surmounted by the lion and the unicorn. The 
windows are uncurtained, one being open, through which some boughs are 
seen waving in the midnight gloom without. Wax candles, burnt low, wave 
and gutter m a brass chandelier which hangs from the middle of the ceiling, 
and in branches projecting from the galleries. 

The House is sitting, the beaches, which extend round to the Speaker’s 
elbows, being closely packed, and the galleries likewise full. Among the 
members present on the Government side are PjXX-and other ministers with 
their supporters, including Canning, Castle:^e^h, Lord C. Somerset, 
ERSKINE, W. DUNDAS, HUSk’iSSON, ROSeT^SeST; ELLIoTTt) ALLAS, and 
the' general body of the party. On the opposite side are noticeable Fox, 
Sheridan, Wi ndham , ‘ Wh itbre ad. Grey, T. Grenville, Tierney, 
Earl "Temple, PoiS)nby, G. and H. Walpole, Dudley North, and 
Timothy Shelley. Speaker Abbot occupies the Chair. 

OF THE Years (to two Recording Angels) 

As prelude to the scene ^ as means to aid 
) Our you7iger comrades in its construing^ 

'Pray spread your scripture^ and rehearse in brief 
The reasonings here of late — to whose effects 
Words of to-night form sequence. 

The Recording Angels chant from their books, antiphonally, in a minor 
recitativi^ 


Angel I (aerial music) 

Feeble fra77ied dull unresolve^ unresourcefulness^ 

Sat in the halls of the KingdoTfUs high Councillors^ 
Whence the grey glooms of a ghost-eyed desp07tdency 
Wanned as with winter the national mind. 

Angel II 

England stands forth to the sword of Napolion 
Nakedly — not an ally in support of her j 
Men and muniiioTts dispersed inexpediently s 
Projects of range and scope poorly defimd* 
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Angel I 

Once 7nore doth Pzft deem the land c?ying loud to Mm , — 
Frail though and spent^ and an-hungered for rcsffulness 
Once more responds he^ dead fonjours to energise^ 

Alms to concentre^ slack effoids to bind. 

Angel II 

Ere the first fruit thereof voices grow audible^ 

Holding as hapless his dream of good guardiaytship^ 
Jestingly,^ earnestly,^ shouting it seiwiceless^ 

Tardy, inept, and uncoutlily designed. 

Angels I and II 

So now, to-night, in the slashing old sentences. 

Hear them speak, — gi'avely these, those with gay 
heartedness , — 

Jlfid^i their admonishments little conceiving how 
Scarlet the scroll that the years will unwind I 

Spirit of the Pities (to the Spirit of the Years) 

Let us put on and suffer for the nonce 
The feverish fleshings of Humanity, 

And join the pale delimiters here convened. 

So may thy souTTr^wo/Pfo" sympathy 
By donning their poor mould. 

Spirit of the Years 

Til humour thee, 

Though my unpassioned essence could not change 
Did I incarn in moulds of all mankind! 

Spirit Ironic 

’ Tis enough to make every little dog in England ru7i to mixen 
to hear this Pitt sung so strenuously / Pll be the third of the 
incarnate, on the chance of hearing the tune played the other way. 

Spirit Sinister 

And I the fourth. Therds sure to be something in my line 
toward, where politicians are gathered together I 

The four Phantoms enter the Gallery of the House in the disguise of 
. ordinary strangers. 
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Sheridan (rising) 

The Bill I would have leave to introduce 
Is framed, sir, to repeal last Session’s Act, 

By party-scribes intituled a Provision 

For England’s Proper Guard; but elsewhere known 

As Mr. Pitt’s new Patent Parish Pill (Laughter ) 

The ministerial countenances, I mark, 

Congeal to dazed surprise at my straight motion — 

Why, passes sane conjecture. It may be 
•That, with a haughty and unwavering faith 
In their own battering-rams of argument. 

They deemed our buoyance whelmed, and sapped, and 
sunk 

To hope’s sheer bottom, whence a miracle 
Was all could friend and float us ; or, maybe. 

They are amazed at our rude disrespect 
In making mockery of an English Law 
Sprung sacred from the King’s own Premier’s brain ! 

— I hear them snort ; but let them wince at will, 

My duty must be done ; shall be done quickly 
By citing some few facts. 

An Act for our defence 1 
It weakens, not defends ; and oversea 
Swoln France’s despot and his myrmidons 
This moment knov/ it, and can scoff thereat. 

Our people know it too — those who can peer 
Behind the scenes of this poor painted show 
Called soldiering ! — The Act has failed, must fail, 

As my right honourable friend well proved 
When speaking t’other night, whose silencing 
By his right honourable vis-a-vis 
Was of the genuine Governmental sort, 

And like the catamarans their sapience shaped 
All fizzle and no harm. (Laughter.) The Act, in brief. 
Effects this much : that the whole force of England 
Is strengthened by — eleven thousand men ! 

S'o sorted that the British infantry 
Are now eight hundred less than heretofore 1 
In Ireland, where the glamouring influence 
Of the right honourable gentleman 
Prevails with magic might, eleven men 
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Have been amassed And in the Cinque- Port towns, 
Where he is held in absolute veneration, 

His method has so quickened martial fire 
As to bring in — one man O viould that man 

Might meet my sight I (Laughter.) A Hercules, no doubt, 
A god-hke emanation from this Act, 

Who with his single arm \uli o\erthrow 
All Buonaparte’s legions ere their keels 
Have scraped one pebble of our foriless shores ! . * . 

Such is my motion, sir, and such my mind. 

[He sits down amid cheers. 

(The candle-snuffers go lound, and Pitt rises. During the momentary 
pause before he speaks the House assumes an attentive stillness, in which can 
be heard the rustling of the trees without, a horn fronr an early coach, and 
the voice of the watch crying ihe hour. 

Pitt- 

Not one on this side but appreciates 
Those mental gems and ddry pleasantries 
Flashed by the honourable gentleman, 

Who shines in them bybirthiight Each device 
Of drollery he has laboured to outshape, 

(Or treasured up from others who have shaped it,) 
Displays that are the conjurings of the moment, 

(Or mellowed and matuied by sleeping on) — 

Dry hoai dings in his book of commonplace, 

Stored without stint of toil thiough days and months — 
He heaps into one mass, and lights and fans 
As fuel for his flaming eloquence, 

Mouthed and maintained without a thought or care 
If germane to the theme, or not at all. 

Now vain indeed it were should I assay 
To match him in such sort. For, sir, alas. 

To use imagination as the ground 
Of chronicle, take myth and merry tale 
As texts for prophecy, is not my gift 
Being but a person primed with simple fact, 

Unprinked by jewelled art. — But to the thing 
The preparations of the enemy, 

Doggedly bent to desolate our land, 

Advance with a sustained activity. 

They are seen, they are known, by you and by us all. 
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But they evince no clear-eyed tentative 
In furtherance of the threat, whose coming off, 

Ay, years may yet postpone ; whereby the Act 
Will far outstiip him, and the thousands called 
Duly to join the ranks by its provisions, 

In process sure, if slow, wall ratch the lines 
Of English regiments — seasoned, cool, resolved — 

To glorious length and firm prepotency. 

And why, then, should we dream of its repeal 
Ere profiting by its advantages ? 

Must the House listen to such wilding words 
As this proposal, at the very hour 
When the Act’s gearing finds its ordered grooves 
And circles into full utility ? 

The motion of the honourable gentleman 
Reminds me aptly of a publican 
Who should, when malting, mixing, mashing’s past, 
Fermenting, barrelling, and spigoting, 

‘^uick taste the brew, and shake his sapient head, 
And cry in acid voice : The ale is new ! 

Brew old, you varlets ; cast this slop away ! (Cheers.) 

But gravely, sir, I would conclude to-night, 

And, as a serious man on serious things, 

I now speak here. ... I pledge myself to this : 

Unprecedented and magnificent 

As were our strivings in the previous war, 

Our efforts* in the present shall transcend them. 

As men will learn. Such efforts are not sized 
By this light measuring-rule my critic here 
Whips from his pocket like a clerk-o’-w^orks ! . . . 
Tasking and toilsome war’s details must be, 

And toilsome, too, must be their criticism,. — 

Not in a moment’s stroke extemporized. 

The strange fatality that haunts the times 
Wherein our lot is cast, has no example. 

Times are they fraught with peril, trouble, glpom ; 

We have to mark their lourings, and to face them. 

Sir, reading thus the full significance 

Of these big days, large though my lackings be, 

Can any hold of those who know my past 
That I, of all men, slight our safeguarding ? 

No *. by all honour no 1 — Were I convinced 
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That such could be the mind of members here, 

My sorrowing thereat would doubly shade 
The shade on England now ! So I do trust 
All in the House will take my tendered word, 

And credit my deliverance here lo-night, 

That in this vital point of watch and ward 
Against the threatenings from yonder coast 
We stand prepared; and under Pi evidence 
Shall fend whatever hid or open stroke 
A foe may deal. 

He sits down amid loud ministerial cheers, with svmptoms of great 
exhaustion. 


Windham 

The question that compels the House to-night 
Is not of differences in wit and wit, 

But if for England it be well or no 
To null the new-fledged Act, as one inept 
For setting up with speed and hot effect 
The red machinery of desperate w^ar. — 

Whatever it may do, or not, it stands, 

A statesman’s raw experiment. If ill, 

Shall more experiments and more be tned 
In stress of jeopardy that stirs demand 
For sureness of proceeding? Must this House 
Exchange safe action based on practised lines 
For yet more ventures into risks unknown 
To gratify a quaint projector’s whim, 

While enemies hang grinning round our gates 
To profit by mistake ? 

My friend who spoke 
Found comedy in the matter. ' Comical 
As It may be in parentage and feature. 

Most grave and tragic in its consequence 
This Act may prove. We are moving thoughtlessly, 
We squander precious, brief, life-saving time 
On idle guess-games. Fail the measure must, 

Nay, failed it has already ; and should rouse 
Resolve in its progenitor himself 
To move for its repeal ! (.Cheers.) 



THE DYNASTS 


ACT I 


Whitbread 

I rise but to subjoin a phrase or two 
To those of my right honourable friend. 

I, tooj am one who reads the present pinch 
As passing all our risks of heretofore. 

For wdiy ? Our bold and reckless enemy, 

Relaxing not his plans, has treasured time 
To mass his monstrous force on all the coigns 
From which our coast is close assailable. 

Ay, even afloat his concentrations work : 

Two vast united squadrons of his sail 
Move at this moment viewless on the seas. — 

Their whereabouts, untraced, unguessable, 

Will not be known to us till some black blow 
Be dealt by them in some undreamt-of quarter 
To knell our rule. 

That we are reasonably enfenced therefrom 
By such an Act is but a madman^s dream. . . . 

A commonwealth so situate cries aloud 
For more, far mightier, measures ! End an Act 
In Heaven’s name, then, which only can obstruct 
The fabrication of more trusty tackle 
For building up an army 1 (Cheers ) 

Bathurst 

Sir, the point 

To any sober mind is bright as noon ; 

Whether the Act should have befitting trial 
Or be blasphemed at sight. I firmly hold 
The latter loud iniquity. — One task 
Is theirs who would inter this corpse-cold Act — 

(So said)— to bring to birth a substitute I 

Sir, they have none ; they have given no thought to one, 

And thus their deeds incautiously disclose 

Their cloaked intention and most secret aim ! 

With them the question is not how to frame 
A finer trick to trounce intrusive foes, 

loTwIion^^ foeg, 

Whatever it may prove, shall be entrusted I 
They even ask the country gentlemen 
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To join them in this job. But, God be praised, 

Those gentlemen are sound, and of repute ; 

Their names, their property, theii character, 

Their numbers, their attainments, and their blood, 

^ Ironical Opposition cheers ) 
Safeguard them from an onslaught on an Act 
For ends so sinister and palpable I (Cheers and jeenngs ) 

Fuller 

I disapprot e of censures of this Act. — ^ 

All who can entertain such hostile thought 
Would swear that black is \\hite, that night is day. 

Xo honest man will join a reckless crew 

Who’d overthrow their country for their gam 1 (Laughter. ■ 

Tierxey 

It is incumbent on me to declare 

In the last speaker s face my censure, based 

On grounds most clear and constitutional. — 

An Act it is that studies to create 
A standing army, large and permanent ; 

Which kind of force has ever been beheld 
With jealous-eyed disfavour in this House. 

It makes for sure oppiession, binding men 
To serve for less than service proves it worth 
Conditioned by no hampering penalty. 

For these and larc-spoke reasons, then, I say, 

Let not the Act deface the statute-book, 

But blot it out forthwith. (Hear, hear.) 

Fox (rising amid cheers) 

At this late hour, 

After the riddling fire the Act has drawn on’t, 

My words shall hold the House the briefest while. 

Too obvious to the most unw’illmg mind 
It grow's that the existence of this law 
Experience and reflection have condemned. 

Professing to do much, it makes for nothing ; 

Vouched as assuring 'all, it comforts none. 

Not only so ; wdnle feeble in effect 
It shows it vicious in its principle. 

Engaging to raise men for the common weal, 
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It sets a harmful and unequal tax 
Capriciously on our communities. — 

The annals of a century fail to show 
More flagrant cases of oppressiveness 
Than those this statute works to perpetrate, 

Which (like all Bills this favoured statesman frames. 
And clothes with tapestries of rhetoric 
Disguising their real web of commonplace) 

Though held as shaped for English bulwarking, 
Breathes in its heart perversities of party. 

And instincts toward oligarchic power, 

Galling the many to relieve the few ! (Cheers.) 

Whatever breadth and sense of equity 
Inform the methods of this minister, 

Those mitigants nearly always trace their root 
To measures that his predecessors wrought 
And ere his Government can dare assert 
Superior claims to England's confidence, 

They owe it to their honour and good name 
To furnish better proof of such a claim 
Than is revealed by the abortiveness 
Of this thing called an Act for our Defence. 

To the great gifts of its artificer 
No member of this House is more disposed 
To yield full recognition than am 1. 

No man has found more reason so to do 
Through the long roll of disputatious years 
Wherein we have stood opposed. . . . 

But if one single fact could counsel me 
To entertain a doubt of those great gifts, 

And cancel faith in his capacity, 

That fact would be the vast imprudence shown 
In staking recklessly repute like his 
On such an Act as he has offered us — 

So false in principle, so poor in fruit. 

Sir, the achievements and effects thereof 
Have furnished not one fragile argument 
Which all the partiality of friendship 
Can kindle to consider as the mark 
Of a clear, vigorous, freedom-fostering mind I 

He sits down amid lengthy cheering from the Opposition. 
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Sheridan 

My summary shall be brief, and to the point 
The said right honourable Prime ^Minister 
Has thought it proper to declare my speech 
The jesting of an irresponsible ; — 

Words from a person who has never react 
The Act he claims him urgent to repeal. 

Such quips and quizzings (as he reckons them 
He implicates as gathered from long hoards 
Stored up with cruel care, to be discharged 
With sudden blaze of pyrotechnic art 
On the devoted, gentle, shrinking head 
O’ the right incomparable gentleman ’ (Laughter ) 

But were my humble, solemn, sad oration (Laughter,) 
Indeed such rattle as he rated it, 

Is it not strange, and passing precedent, 

That the illustrious chief of Government 
Should have uprisen with such indecent speed 
And strenuously replied ? He, sir, knows well 
That vast and luminous talents like his own 
Could not have been demanded to choke off 
A witcraft marked by nothing more of weight 
Than ignorant irregularity ! 

Nec Deus intersit — and so-and-so — 

Is a well-worn citation whose close fit 
None will perceive more clearly in this Fane 
Than its presiding Deity opposite. (Laughter.) 

His thunderous answer thus perforce condemns him J 
Moreover, to top all, the while replying. 

He still thought best to leave intact the reasons 
On which my blame w^as founded ! 

Thus, then, stands 

My motion unimpaired, convicting clearly 
Of dire perversion that capacity 
We formerly admired. — (Cries of “ Oh, oh ”) 

This minister 

Whose circumventions never circumvent, 

Whose coalitions fail to coalesce ; 

This dab at secret treaties knowm to all, 

This darling of the aristocracy — 

(Laughter, "Oh, oh,” cheers, and cries of " Divide. ’) 
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Has brought the millions to the verge of ruin, 

By pledging them to Continental quarrels 
Of which we see no end ! (Cheers. ) 

The members rise to divide 

Spirit of the Pities 

It irks me that they thus should Yea and Nay 
As though a power lay hi their oraclingSy 
If each decision work unconsciously^ 

And would be oferant though unloosened were 
A single lip I 

Spirit of Rumour 

There may react on things 
Some influence from these, indefinitely. 

And even on That, whose outcome we all are. 

Spirit of the Years 

Hypotheses / — More boots it to remind 
The younger here of our ethereal band 
And hierarchy of Intelligences, 

That this thwart Parliament whose moods we watch-— 
So insular, empiric, un-ideal — 

May figure forth in sharp and salient lines 
To retrospective eyes of after days. 

And print its legend large on History, 

For one cause — if I read the signs aright — 

To-nighfs appearance of its Minister 
In the assembly of his long-time sway 
Is near his last, and themes to-night launched forth 
Will take a tincture from that memory, 

When men recall the scene and circumstance 
That hung about his pleadings, — But no more; 

The ritual of each party is rehearsed, 

Dislodging not one vote or prejudice; 

The ministers their ministries retain, 

Ana Ins as Ins, and Outs as Outs, remain. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Meanwhile what of the Foeman*s vast array 
That wakes these tones f 
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Spirit of the Years 

Abide the ei'e??/, yoiuig SiJiade : 

Soon s/ars lid// shut and s/ioiu a sprhig-ej ed daropi, 

And swihca7)is joLiniain foriJi^ ihat *10111 ai'Oim 
Those forming ha7ids io full activity. 

Aa honourable member reports that he spies strangeis 
A timely tohen that *Lje dally here / 

We 710W cast ojf these mortal 7na7iacles^ 

And speed us sea*hja7'd. 

The Phantoms \nn»3n Tom the Galler}’. Tne members file out to the 
lobbies. The House and Westminster lecede into tne nlni::^ of ii.ght, and the 
point of observation sha'ts rapidh across the Cnannel. 


SCENE IV 

THE HARBOUR OF BOULOGNE 

The morning breaks, radiant 'with earl\ sunligiit The French Army of 
Invasion is disclosed On the hills on either side of the town and behind 
appear lar^e military camps formed ot timbei huts Lower down are other 
camps of more or less permanent kind, the whole aftbrding acconimodaiion 
for one hundred and fifty thou'^cmd men 

South of tne town is an evtt-n'snc basm su» rounded by quays, the heaps of 
fresh soil a’ound show mg it to bo a recent exc.uanon from the banks of the 
Liane. The basin is crowded with the fiotilln, c< ns^^l ng of hundreds of 
vessels of sundrv kinds : flat-bottomed brigs with guns and two masts , boats 
of one mast, cariwiiig each an ai tiller} waggon, two gL.ns, and a iv\o-stal'ed 
horse-bov , transports with throe low masts, and long nairow pinnaces 
arranged for many oars 

Timber, saw -mills, .iiid new -cut planks spiead in profusion aiound, and 
many of the town lesidenccs arc seen to be adapted for warehouses and 
infirmaries. 


Moving in this scene are count’ ess companies of soldiery, engaged m a 
drill- practice of embarking and disembarking, and of hoisting hoiscs into the 
vessels and landing them again. Vehicles bearing piOMSions of niciriy sorts 
load and unload before the temporary warehouses Further off, on the open 
land, bodies of troops aie at field-dull Other bodies of soldiers, half 
Stripped and encrusted with mud, are labouring as navvies in repainng the 
excavations 

An English squadron of about twenty sail, comprising a ship or two of the 
line, frigates, brigs, and luggers, confronts the busy spectacle from the sea 
The Show presently dims and becomes broken, till only Us flashes and 
gleams are visible Anon a curtain of cloud closes over it. 
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LONDON. THE HOUSE OF A LADY OF QUALITY 

A fashionable crowd is piesent at an evening party, which includes the 
Dukes of Beaufort and Rutland, Lords Malmesbury, Harrowby, 
Eldon, Grenville, Sidmoutii, and Mulgrave, with their 

ladies ,* also Canning, Pkrcej al. Townshend, Lady Anne PIamjlton, 
Mrs. Damer.'Xady CarolineXamb, and many other notables 

A Gentleman (offering his snuff-box) 

So, then, the Treaty anxiously concerted 
Between ourselves and frosty Muscovy 
Is duly signed ? 

A Cabinet Minister 

Was signed a few days back, 

And is in force. And we do firmly hope 
The loud pretensions and the stunning dins 
From new aggressiveness by France’s chief, 

Now daily heard, these laudable exertions 
May keep in curb ; that ere our greening land 
Darken its leaves beneath the Dogday suns. 

The independence of the Continent 
May be assured, and all the rumpled flags 
Of famous dynasties so foully mauled, 

Extend their honoured hues as heretofore. 

Gentleman 

So be it. Yet this man is a volcano ; 

And proven ’tis, by God, volcanoes choked 
Have ere now turned to earthquakes ! 

A lady comes up and playfully taps his arm. 

Lady . 

What’s the news ? — 

The chequerboard of diplomatic moves 
Is London, all the world knows : here are bom 
All inspljrations of the Continent — 

So tell i 

Gentleman 

Ay. Inspirations now abound 1 
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Lady 

Nay,* but your looks are grave ' That measured speech 
Betokened matter that will waken us. — 

Is it some piquant cruelty of his : 

Or other tickling horror from abroad 
The packet has brought in ? 

Gentleman 

The treaty’s signed i 
Minister 

Whereby the parties mutually agree 
To knit in union and in general league 
All outraged Europe. 

Lady 

So to knit sounds well ; 

But how ensure its not unravelling ? 

Minister 

Well ; by the terms. There are among them these 
Five hundred thousand active men m arms 
Shall strike (supported by Britannic aid 
In vessels, men, and money subsidies) 

To free North Geimany and Hanover 
From trampling foes ; deliver Switzerland, 

Unbind the galled republic of the Dutch, 

Rethrone in Piedmont the Sardinian King, 

Make Naples s^^ord-proof, un-French Italy 
From shore to shore ; and thoroughly guarantee 
A settled order to the divers states ; 

Thus rearing breachless barriers in each realm 
Against the thrust of his usurping hand 

Spirit of the Years 

TAey trow not what is shaping otherwhere 
The while they talk thus stoutly I 

Spirit of Rumour 

Bid me go 

And join them^ and all blandly kindle theyn 
By bringings ere material transit can^ 

A new surprise / 
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Spirit of the Years 

Yea, for a moment^ wotddst. 

The Spirit of Rumour enters the apartment m the form of a personage of 
fashion, newly arrived. He advances and addresses the group. 

Spirit 

The Treaty moves all tongues to-night, — Ha^ well — 

So much on paper! 

Gentleman 

What on land and sea ? 

You look, old friend, full primed with latest thence. 


Spirit 


Yea^ this. The Italy our mighty pact 
Delivers from the French and Bonaparte 
Makes haste to crown him I — Turning from Boulogne 
He speeds toward Milan ^ there to glory him 
In second coronation by the Pope^ 

And set upon Ms irrepressible brow 
Lofnbardfs iron crown. 


The Spirit 
disappears. 


of Rumour mingles with the throng, moves away, and 

Lady 


Alas, alas t 


Fair Italy, 


Lord 


Yet thereby English folk 
Are freed him. — Faith, as ancient people say, 
If s an ill wind that blows good luck to none I 


Minister 

Who is your friend that drops so airily 
This precious pinch of salt on our raw skin ? 


Gentleman 

W Tiy, Norto n. You know Norton well enough? 
Minister 

Nay, ^twas not he. Norton of course I know. 

I thought him Stewart for a moment, but 
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Lady 

But I well scanned him — ’twas Lord xAbercorn ; 

For, said I to myself. O quaint old beau, 

To sleep in black silk sheets so funnily’* — 

That is, if the to\\ n rumour on't be true. 

Lord 

My wig-, ma'am, no I ‘Twas a much younger man. 
Gentleman 

But let me call him ' Monstrous silly this, 

That I don t know my friends ! 

They look .iround The genknian £fo«.3 among the s-urging and babbling 
guests, makes inquires, and returns \%ith a perplexed look 

Gentleman 

They tell me, sure. 

That he’s not here to-night I 

Minister 

I can well swear 
It was not Xoiton. — ’Twas some luely buck. 

Who chose to put himself m masquerade 
And enter for a whun. I'll tell our host. 

— Meantime the absurdity of hia report 
Is more than manifested. Flow knows he 
The plans of Bonaparte bv lightning-flight, 

Before another man in England know’s ? 

Lady 

Something uncanny’s in it all, if true. 

Good Lord, the thought gives me a sudden sw^eat, 

That fairly makes my linen stick to me ' 

Minister 

Ha-ha ! ’Tis excellent But wee'll find out 
Who this impostor was. 

They disperse, look furtively for the stranger, and speak of the incident 
to others of the crowded company 
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Spirit of the Years 

Now let us vision onward, till we sight 
Famed Milarls aisles of marble, sun-alight. 

And there behold, unbid, the Coronation-rite. 

The confused tongues of the assembly waste away into distance, till they 
are heard but as the babblings of the sea from a high cliff, the scene becoming 
small and indistinct therewith. This passes into silence, and the whole 
disappears. 


SCENE VI 

MILAN. THE CATHEDRAL 
The interior of the building on a sunny May day. 

The walls, arches, and columns are draped in silk fringed with gold. A 
gilded throne stands in front of the High Altar. A closely packed assemblage, 
attired in every variety of rich fabric and fashion, waits in breathless 
expectation. 


DUMB SHOW 

From a private corridor leading to a door m the aisle the J|.MEitESS 
T osh^phin e enters, in a shining costume, and diamonds that collect rainbow- 
colours from the sunlight piercing the clerestory windows. She is preceded 
by Princess Eliza , and surrounded by her ladies. A pause follows, and 
then cbm^ the procession of the Emperor, consisting of hussars, heralds, 
pages, aides-de-camp, presidents of institutions, officers of state bearing the 
insignia of the Empir e and ofT talv. a nd seven ladies with offerings. The 
Emperor himself is in royal robes, wearing the Imperial crown, and carrying 
the sceptre. He is followed by ministers and officials of the household. 
His gait is rather defiant than dignified, and a bluish pallor overspreads 
his face. 

He is met by the Cardinal Archbishop CaprarA and the clergy, who 
burn incense before him as he proceeds towards the"throne. Rolling notes 
of music burst forth, and loud applause from the congregation. 


Spirit of the Pities 

What is the creed that these rich rites disclose f 

Spirit of the Years 

A local cult, called Christianity, 

Which the wild dramas of the wheeling spheres 
Include, with divers other such, in dim 
Puthetical and brief parentheses. 
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Beyo 72 d ‘ivJiosc spaii, u}:i 7 ijiue 7 iced^ unco 7 icerned^ 

The systemic of the sims go sTvcepiTig on 
With all thevr 7 na 7 iy-niortaled planet t 7 ’ain 
In mathnnatic roll n 7 zeeasz 7 igly. 

Spirit of the Pities 

I did not 7'ecognize it here. fo 7 ‘sooth j 
Though in tie early ^ lovmgki ndly days 
Of g 7 'au OHS purpose it 'u.'as znuch to me. 

Archbishop (addressing Bonaparte) 

Sire, wiil'i that clemency and right goodwill 
Which beautify Imperial Majesty, 

You deigned acceptance of ihe homages 
That we the clergy and the Milanese 
Were proud lo offer when your entrance here 
Streamed radiance on our ancient capital. 

Please, then, to consummate the boon to-day 
Beneath this holy roof, so soon to ihnll 
With solemn strains and lifting harmonies 
Befitting such a coronation hour ; 

And iDcnd a tender fatherly regard 
On this assembly, now at one with me 
To supplicate the Author of All Good 
That He endow your most Imperial person 
With every Heavenly gift. 

The proces'^ioii advances, and the Emperor scats himseh on the throne, 
with d’c banneis and regahn of the Emp’rc on hiS right, and tho?c of Italy 
on Ins left hand Shouts and triumphal music accompany the proceedings, 
after which Di\inc service commences 

Spirit of the Pities 

Thus are the self styled servants of the Highest 
Constrai 7 ted by earthly duress to embrace 
Mighty impc7'iousmss os it were choice^ 

And ha 7 id ihe Italia 77 sceptre uiito one 
Who, with a saturnine, sour-htwiourcd gri?i. 

Professed at first to flout antiquity. 

Scorn limp conventions, smile at mouldy thrones^ 

And level dynasts down to jouriieyineii I — 

Yet he, advancing swiftly on that track 
Whereby his active soul, fair Freedom; s child. 
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MaMes strange decline^ now labours to achieve 
The thing it overthf^ew. 

Spirit of the Years 

Thoti reasonest ever thuswise — eve?i as if 
A selff armed force had urged his loud career. 

Spirit Sinister 

Do not the f relates accents falter thin, 

His lifs with inheld laughter grow defor7ned. 

While blessing 07ie whose awt is but to win 
The golden seats that other b s have warmed f 

Spirit of the Years 

Soft, jester; scorn not puppetry so skilled. 

Even made to feel by one 7nen call the Dame. 

Shade of the Earth 

Yea; that they feel, and puppetry remain, 

Is an ow7ied flaw in her consistency 

Men love to dub Dame Nature — that lay-shape 

They use to hang phenomena upon — 

Whose deftest mothering tn fairest spheres 
Is girt about by terms inexorable / 

Spirit Sinister 

The ladfs remark is apposite, and re7mnds 77ie that I fnay as 
well hold 7ny tongue as desired. For if my casual scorn. Father 
Years, should set thee trying to prove that there is a7iy right or 
reason in the Universe, thou wilt not acco7nplish it by Doo77zsday / 
Small blame to Jur, however; she 7fiust cut her coat according to 
her cloth, as they would say below there. 

Spirit of the Years 

O would that I could move It to enchain thee. 

And shut thee up a thousand years / — {to cite 
A gfim terrestrial tale of one thy like) 

Thou lago of the Incorporeal World, 

As they would say below thereP 



SCENE VI 


PART FIRST 


35 


Spirit of the Pities 

Would thou couldst I 
But move That scoped above percipiencej Sz’re, 

It cannot be ' 

Shade of the Earth 

The spectacle proceeds. 

Spirit Sinister 

And we may as well give all attezition thez'eto,^ for the evils at 
work in other cozithients are not worth eyesight by comparisozi. 

The ceremonial in the Cathedral continues Napoej^ox goes to the front 
of the altar, ascends the steps, and, taking up the crown of Lombardy, 
places It on his head. 

Napoleon 

^Tis God has given it to me. So be it. 

Let any who shall touch it now beware 1 

(Reverberations of applause ) 

The Sacrament of the Mass. NapoliIon reads the Coronation Oath in 
3. loud voice. 

PIERAI.DS 

Give ear! Napoleon, Emperor of the French 
And King of Italy, is crowned and throned ! 

Congregation 

Long live the Emperor and King. Huzza 1 
Music. The Te Deum. 

Spirit of the Pities 

That vulgar stroke of vauntery he displayed 
In planting on his brow the Lombard crown^ 

Means sheer erasure of the Luneville pacts ^ 

A 7id lets cozifusion loose on Europds peace 

For znany an zmdawned year J From this rash hour 

Austria but waits her opportunity 

By secret swellings of her arma'ments 

To link her to his foes. — Pll speak to him. 

He throws a whisper into Napoli^on’s ear. 

Lieutenant Bonaparte., 

Would it not seemlier be to shut thy heart 
To these unhealthy splendours f — helmet thee 
For her thou swaPst-to first ^ fair Liberty? 
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Napoli^on 

Who spoke to me ? 

Archbishop 
Not I, Sire. Not a souL 

Napoli^on 

Dear Josephine, my queen, didst call my name ? 

% 

JOSl^PHINE 

I spoke not, Sire. 

NAPOLfON 

Thou didst not, tender spouse ; 

I know it. Such harsh utterance was not thine. 

It was aggressive Fancy, working spells 
Upon a mind o’erwrought I 

The service closes. The clergy advance with the canopy to the foot of 
the throne, and the procession forms to return to the Palace. 

Spirit of the Years 

Officious sprite, 

Thou art youngs and dost not heed the Cause of things 
Which some of us have inkled to thee here; 

Else wouldst thou not have hailed the Emperor^ 

Whose acts do but outshape Its governing. 

Spirit of the Pities 

I feel^ Sire^ as I must / This tale of Will 

And Lifds impulsion by Incognisance 
I cannot tahe. 

Spirit of the Years 

Let me then once again 
Shotv to thy sceptic eye the very streams 
And currents of this allinhering Poioery 
And bring conclusion to thy unbelief 
The scene assumes the preternatural transparency before mentioned, and 
there is again beheld as it were the interior of a brain which seems to manifest 
the volitiQns.^o.f..A..J.In.i,yftri3al. whose tissues the personages of the 

action form portion. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Enough. And yet for very sorriness 
I cannot own the weird phantasma real I 
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Spirit of the Years 
Affection cvei- was iUogicaL 

Spirit Ironic (aside) 

How should the Sprite own to such logic — a mere juvenile — 
who only came into being m what the earthlings call their 
Teiiiaiy Age I 

The scene changes. The exterior of the Cathedral takes the place of the 
interior, and the point of \ie\v recedes, the whole fabric smalling into distance 
and becoming like a rare, delicately carved alabaster ornament The city 
Itself sinks to miniature, the Alps show afai as a white corrugation, the 
Adriatic and the Gulf of Genoa appear on this and on that hand, with Italy 
between them, till clouds cover the panorama. 


ACT SECOND 

SCENE I 

THE DOCKYARD, GIBRAITAR 

The Rock is seen rising behind the town and the Alameda Gard ens, and 
the English fleet rules at anchor in the Bay, across w fucE Itfic ““Spanish shore 
from .Vlgeciias to Carneio Point shuts m the West Southward 6'i'er the 
Strait IS the African coast 

Spirit of the Years 

Our migratory P?'oske?non now pi'esents 
An outlook on the stoided Kalpe Pock, 

As preface to the vision of the Fleets 
Spanish and French, linked for fell purposings. 

Recording Angel (reciting) 

Their niotioiis and manoeuvres, since the fame 
Of Bonaparid s enthronement at Milan 
Swept swift through Europds dumbed communities, 
Have stretched the English mind to wide surmise. 

Many well-based alai'ms {which strange report 
Much aggravates) as to the pondered blow. 

Flutter the public pulse ; all points in turn — 

Malta, Brazil, Wales, Ireland, British Ind — 

Being held as feasible for force like theirs, 

Of lavish numbers and unrecking aim. 
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Where^ where is Nelson 9^^ questions every tongue ; — - 
“ How views he so unparalleled a scheme ? ” 

Their slow uncertain apprehensions ask. 

JVhen Villeneuve puts to sea with all his force^ 

What may he not achieve.^ if swift Jiis course / ” 

Spirit of the Years 

Til call in Nelson^ who has stepped ashore 

For the first time these thrice twelvemonths and more.. 

And with him one whose insight has alone 
Pierced the real project of Napoleon. 

Enter Nelson and Collingwqod, who pace up and down. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Note Nelsonls worn-out features. Much has he 
Suffered from ghoulish ghast anxiety ! 

Nelson 

In short, dear Coll, the letter which you wrote me 
Had so much pith that I was fain to see you ; 

For I am sure that you indeed divine 
The true intent and compass of a plot 
Which I have spelled in vain. 

COLLINGWOOB 

I weighed it thus : 

Their flight to the Indies being to draw us off, 

That and no more, and clear these coasts of us — 

The standing obstacle to his device — 

He cared not what was done at Martinique, 

Or where, provided that the general end 
Should not be jeopardized — that is to say. 

The full-united squadron’s quick return. — 

Gravina and Vill’neuve, once back to Europe, 

Can straight make Ferrol, raise there the blockade, 

Then haste to Brest, there to relieve Ga nteaume , 

And next with four* or five-and-fifty 
Bear down upon our coast as they see fit. — - 
I read they aim to strike at Ireland still, 

As formerly, and as I wrote to you. 
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Nelson 

So far your thoughtful and sagacious words 
Have hit the facts. But ’tis no Irish bay 
The \inains aim to drop their anchors in ; 

My word for it . they make the Wessex shore. 

And this vast squadron handled by VilPneuve 
Is meant to cloak the passage of their strength, 
Massed in those transports — we being kept elsewhere 
By feigning forces. — Good God, Collingwood, 

I must be gone ! Yet two more days remain 
Ere I can get away. — I must be gone I 

Collingwood 

Wherever you may go to, my dear lord, 

You carry \ictory with you. Let them launch. 

Your name will blow them back, as sou’-west gales 
The gulls that beat against them from the shore. 

Nelson 

Good Collingwood, I know you trust m me ; 

But ships are ships, and do not kindly come 
Out of the slow docks of the Admiralty 
Like wharfside pigeons when they are whistled for : — 
And there’s a damned disparity of force. 

Which means tough work awhile for you and me I 
The Spirit of the Years whispers to Nelson. 

And I have warnings, warnings, Collingwood, 

That my effective hours are shortening here ; 

Strange warnings now and then, as Twere within me. 
Which, though I fear them not, I recognize ! . . . 
However, by God’s help, I’ll live to meet 
These foreign boasters ; yea, Pll finish them ; 

And then — well. Gunner Death may finish me 1 

Collingwood 

View not your life so gloomily, my lord ; 

One charmed, a needed purpose to fulfil ! 

Nelson 

Ah, Coll. Lead bullets are not all that wound. . . . 
I have a feeling here of dying fires. 
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A sense of strong and deep unworded censure. 
Which, compassing about my private life, 

Makes all my public service lustreless 

In my own eyes. — I fear I am much condemned 

For those dear Naples and Palermo days, 

And her who was the sunshine of them all ! . . . 
He who is with himself dissatisfied, 

Though all the world find satisfaction in him, 

Is like a rainbow-coloured bird gone blind, 

That gives delight it shares not. Happiness ? 
IPs the philosopher’s stone no alchemy 
Shall light on in this world I am weary of. — - 
Smiling Pd pass to my long home to-morrow 
Could I with honour, and my country’s gain. 

— But let’s adjourn. I waste your hours ashore 
By such ill-timed confessions 1 

They pass out of sight, and the scene closes. 


SCENE II 

OFF FERROL 

The French and Spanish combined squadrons. On board the French 
admiral's flag-ship. Villeneuvr is discovered in his cabin, writing a letter. 

Spirit of the Pities 

fens in fits^ with pallid restlessness^ 

Like one who sees Misfortune walk the wave^ 

And can nor face nor flee it. 

Spirit of the Years 

He indites 

To his long friend the minister Deeres 
Words that go heavily ! . . . 

ViLLENEUVE (writing) 

I am made the arbiter in vast designs 
Whereof I see black outcomes. Do I this 
Or do I that, success, that loves to jilt 
Her anxious wooer for some careless blade, 

Will not reward me. For, if I must pen it, 
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Demoralized past prayer is the marine — 

Bad mastSj bad sails, bad officers, bad men ; 

We cling to naval technics long outworn, 

And time and opportunity do not avail me 
To take up new. I ha^’e long suspected such, 

But till I saw my helps, the Spanish ships, 

I hoped somewhat. — Brest is.m v nominal port ; 

Yet if so, Calder will again attack — 

Now reinforced by Nelson or Cornwallis — 

And shatter my whole fleet. . . . Shall I admit 

That my true inclination and desire 

Is to make Cadiz straightway, and not Brest ? 

Alas I thereby I fail the Emperor ; 

But shame the navy less. — 

Your friend, ViLLENEUVE.” 

General L vuriston enters. 

Lau ristqn 

Admiral, my missive to the Emperor, 

Which I shall speed by special courier 

From Ferrol this near eve, runs thus and thus : — 

“ Gravina’s ships, in Ferrol hei'e at hand, 

Embayed but by a temporal y wind, 

Are all we now await. Combined with these 
We sail herefrom to Brest ; there promptly give 
Cornwallis battle, and release Ganteaume ; 

Thence, all united, bearing Channclwards : 

A step that sets in motion the fiist wheel 
In the proud project of your Majesty 
Now to be engined to the very close, 

To wit : that a French fleet shall enter in 
And hold the Channel four-and-twenty hours.’’ — 

Such clear assurance to the Emperor 
That our intent is modelled on his will 
I hasten to dispatch to him forthwith.^ 

ViLLENEUVE 

Yes, Lauriston. I sign to every word. 

LAURISTON goes out, ViLLENEUVE remains at his table in revene. 

t Through this tangle of intentions the writer has^in the naam followed Thiers, whose 
access to documents would seem to authenticate his details of the famous scheme for 
England’s ruin. 
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Spirit of the Years 

JVe may mipress him wider visible shapes 
That seem to shed a silent circling doom ; 

Hds such an one as can be so impressed^ 

And this much is among our privileges^ 

Well bounded as they be. 

The Spirits of the Years and of the Pities take the form of white sea-birds, 
which alight on the stern-balcony of Villeneuve's ship, immediately out- 
side his cabin window. Villeneuve after a while looks up and sees the birds 
watching him with large piercing eyes. 

Villeneuve 

My apprehensions even outstep their cause, 

As though some influence smote through yonder pane. 

He gazes listlessly, and resumes his broodings. 

Why dared I not disclose to him my thought, 

As nightly worded by the whistling shrouds. 

That Brest will never see our battled hulls 
Helming to north in pomp of cannomy 
To take the front in this red pilgrimage I 

If so it were, now, that Pd screen my skin 

From risks of bloody business in the brunt. 

My acts could scarcely wear a difference. 

Yet I would die to-morrow — not ungladly — 

So far removed is carcase-care from me. 

For no self do these apprehensions spring, 

But for the cause. — ^Yes, rotten is our marine, 

Which, while I know, the Emperor knows not. 

And the pale secret chills ! Though some there be 
Would beard contingencies and buffet all, 

Fll not command a course so conscienceless. 

Rather Pll stand, and face Napoleon^s rage 
When he shall learn what mean the ambiguous lines 
That facts have forced from me. 

Spirit of the Pities (to the Spirit of the Years) 

0 Eldest-bom of the Unconscious Cause — 

If such thou beest^ as I can fancy thee — 

Why dost thou rack him thus ? Consistency 
Might be preserved^ and yet his doom remain. 

His olden courage is without reproach; 

Albeit his temper trends toward gaingiving f 
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Spirit of the Years 
I say^ as I have said Io7tg heretofore^ 

I know but narrow freedom. FeePst thou not 
We are in Its hand^ as he f — Here^ as elsewhere^ 
We do btit as wc may; no further dare. 

The birds disappear, and the scene is lost behind sea-mist. 


SCENE III 

THE CAMP AND HARBOUR OF BOULOGNE 

The English coast m the distance. Near the Tour d’Ordre stands a hut, 
with sentinels and aides outside ; it is XAPOLiiox’s temporary lodging when 
not at his headquarters at the Chateau of Pont-de-Bnques, two miles inland 

DUMB SHOW 

A courier arrives with dispatches, and enters the Emperor’s quarters, 
w'hence he emerges and goes on with other dispatches to the hut of Decres, 
lower down Immediately after, NapoliCon comes out from his hut with a 
paper in his hand, and musingly proceeds towards an eminence commanding 
the Channel. 

Along the shore below are forming in a far-reaching line more than a 
bundled thousand infantry On the downs m the rear of the camps fifteen 
thousand cavalry aie manoeuvring, their accoutrements flashing m the sun 
like a school of mackerel The flotilla lies m and around the port, alive with 
moving figures. 

With his head foiwvaid and his hands behind him the Emperor surveys 
these animated proceedings in detail, but more frequently turns his face 
towards the telegraph on the cliff to the south-w est, erected to signal W'hen 
ViLLENEUVE and the combined squadrons shall be \isible on the west 
horizon 

He summons one of the aides, who descends to the hut of Decrls. 
Decres comes out from h’s hut, and hastens to join the Empeior Dumb 
show ends 

Napoli^on and Decres advance to the foreground of the scene. 

Napoleon 

Decres, this action with Sir Robert Calder 
Three weeks ago, whereof we dimly heard, 

And clear details of which I have just unsealed, 

Is on the whole auspicious for our plan. 

It seems that twenty of our ships and Spain’s — 

None over eighty-gunned, and some far less — 

Engaged the English off Cape Fmisterre 
With fifteen vessels of a hundred each. 



44 


THE DYNASTS 


ACT II 


We coolly fought and orderly as they, 

And, but for mist, we had closed with victory. 

Two English were much mauled, some Spanish damaged, 
And Calder then drew off with his two wrecks 
And Spain’s in tow, we giving chase forthwith. 

Not overtaking him our admiral, 

Having the coast clear for his purposes, 

Entered Coruna, and found orders there 
To open the port of Brest and come on hither. 

Thus hastes the moment when the double fleet 
Of Villeneuve and of Ganteaume should appear. 

He looks again towards the telegraph. 

Decr^S (with hesitation) 

And should they not appear, your Majesty ? 


Napoleon 


Not } But they will ; and do it early, too ! 

There’s nothing hinders them. My God, they must, 
For I have much before me when this stroke 
At England’s dealt. I learn from Talleyr and 
That Austrian preparations threaten hot, 

While Russia’s hostile schemes are ripening, 

And shortly .must be met. — My plan is fixed : 

I am prepared for each alternative. 

If Villeneuve come, I brave the British coast. 
Convulse the land with fear (’tis even now 
So far distraught, that generals cast about 
To find new modes of warfare ; yea, design 
Carriages to transport their infantry !). — 

Once on the English soil I hold it firm, 

Descend on London, and the while my men 
Salute the dome of Paul’s I cut the knot 
Of all Pitt’s coalitions ; setting free 
From bondage to a cold manorial caste 
A people who await it. 


They stand and regard the chalky cliffs of England, till Napolj^ON 
resumes : 


Should it be 

Even that my admirals fail to keep the tryst — 
A thing scarce thinkable, when all’s reviewed— 
I strike this seaside camp, cross Germany, 
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With these two hundred thousand seasoned men, 
And pause not till within \henna's walls 
I cry checkinalc. Next, Venice, too, being taken. 
And Austiia’s other holdings down that way, 

The Bourbons also driven from Italy, 

I strike at Russia — each in turn, }ou note, 

Ere they can act conjoined. 

Report to me 

What has been scanned to-day upon the main. 

And on your passage down request them there 
To send Daru this way. 


Decrks (as he withdraws) 

The Emperor can be sanguine. Scarce can 1. 
Ilis lettcis arc more promising than mine. 
Alas, alas, Viiicneuve, nn dear old friend. 
Why do you pen me this at such a time I 


[He retires reading Villfxeuvf’s letter. 


The Emperor walks up and down till Daru, his private sec retary, joins 
him 


Napoleon 


Come quick, Daru ; sit down upon the grass, 

And write whilst I am in mind. 

First to Villeneuve : — 

“ I trust, Vice-Admiral, that before this date 
Your fleet has opened Brest, and gone. If not, 

These lines will greet you there. But pause not, pray : 
Waste not a moment dallying. Sail away : 

Once bring my coupled squadrons Channehvards 
And England’s soil is ours. All’s ready here, 

The troops alert, and e\ery store embarked. 

Flold the nigh sea but four-and-twenty hours 
And our \ast end is gained” 

Now to Ganteaume * — 
My telegraphs will have made known To you 
My object and desire to be but this. 

That you forbid Villeneuve to lose an hour 
In getting fit and putting forth to sea, 

To profit by the fifty first-rate craft 
Wherewith I now am bettered. Quickly weigh, 

And steer you foi the Channel with all your strength. 

c 
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I count upon your well-known character. 

Your enterprize, your vigoui*, to do this. 

Sail hither, then ; and we will be avenged 
For centuries of despite and contumely.” 

Daru 

Shall a fair transcript, Sire, be made forthwith ? 

Napollon 

This moment And the courier will depait 
And travel without pause. 

Daru goes to his office a little lower down, and the Emperor lingers on 
the cliifs looking through his glass. 

The point of view shifts across the Channel, the Boulogne cliffs sinking 
behind the water-line. 


SCENE IV 

SOUTH WESSEX. A RIDGE -LIKE DOWN NEAR THE COAST 

The down commands a wide view over the English Channel in front of it, 
including the popular Royal \\atenng- place, with the Isle of Slingers and its 
roadstead, where men-of-war and frigates are anchored. The hour is ten in 
tEe morning, and the July sun glows upon a large military encampment 
round about the foreground, and w'arms the stone field- walls that take the 
place of hedges here. 

Artillery, cavalry, and infantry, English and Hanoverian, are drawn up 
for review under the Duke of Cumberland and officers of the staff, form- 
ing a vast military array, which e^itends three miles, and as far as the downs 
are visible. 

In the centre by the Royal Standard appears K i^g _jG aaaj;iGJ5Ldon horse- 
back, and his suite. In a coach drawn by six cream-coloured Hanoverian 
horses Queen Charlo tte sits with three Princesses ; m another carriage 
with four horses are two more Princesses There are also present with the 
Royal Party the Lo^ Chancellor, Lord Mu lg^ ave, Count Munster, 
and many other kiminanes^cOashion and mfloeacer'^ 

The Reriew proceecfs lii dumb show ; and the din of many bands mingles 
with the cheers. The turf behind the saluting-pomt is crowded with carnages 
and spectators on fooL 

A Spectator 

And you’ve come to see the sight, like the King and myself? 
Well, one fool makes many. What a mam pus o’ folk it is here 
to-day ! And what a time we do live in, between wars and 
wassailings, the goblin o’ Boney, and King George in flesh ar4d 
blood I 
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Second Spectator 

Yes. I wonder King George is let venture down on this 
coast, where he might be snapped up in a moment like a minney 
by a hePn, so near as we be to the field of Boney’s vagaries 1 
Begad, he’s as like to land here as anywhere. Gloucester Lodge 
could be surrounded, and George and Charlotte carried off be- 
fore he could put on his hat, or she her red cloak and pattens ! 

Third Spectator 

^Twould be no such joke to kidnap ’em as you think. Look 
at the frigates down there. Every night they are drawn up in a 
line across the mouth of the Bay, almost touching each other ; 
and ashore a double line of sentinels, well primed with beer and 
ammunition, one at the water’s edge, and the other on the 
Esplanade, stretch along the whole front. Then close to the 
Lodge a guard is mounted after eight o’clock ; there be pickets 
on all the hills ; at the Plarboiir mouth is a battery of twenty four- 
pounders ; and over-right ’em a dozen six-pounders, and se\eral 
howitzers. And next look at the size of the camp of hoise and 
foot up here. 

First Spectator 

Everybody however was fairly gallied this week when the King 
went out yachting, meaning to be back for the theatre ; and the 
time passed, and it got dark, and the play couldn’t begin, and 
eight or nine o’clock came, and never a sign of him. I don’t 
know when ’a did land ; but ’twas said by all that it was a fool- 
hardy pleasure to take. 

Fourth Spectator 

Pie’s a very obstinate and comical old gentleman ; and by all 
account ’a wouldn’t make poit when asked to. 

Second Spectator 

Lard, Lard, if ’a were nabbed, it wouldn’t make a deal of 
difference ! We should have nobody to zing to, and play single- 
stick to, and grin at through horse-collars, that’s true. And 
nobody to sign our few documents. But we should rub along 
some way, goodnow. 

First Spectator 

Step up on this barrow ; you can see better. The troopers 
now passing are the York Hussars — ^foreigners to a man, except 
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the officers — the same regiment the two young Germans be- 
longed to who were shot here four years ago. Now come the 
Light Dragoons ; what a time they take to get all past ! See, 
the King turns to speak to one of his notables. Well, well I this 
day will be recorded in history. 

Second Spectator 

Or another soon to follow it! (He gazes over the Channel.) 
There’s not a speck of an enemy upon that shiny water yet ; but 
the Brest fleet is zaid to have put to sea, to act in concert with 
the army crossing from Boulogne ; and if so the French will soon 
be here ; when God save us all I I’ve took to drinking neat, for, 
says I, one may as well have his innerds burnt out as shot out, 
and ’tis a good deal pleasanter for the man that owns ’em. 
They say that a cannon-ball knocked poor Jim Popple’s maw 
right up into the futtock-shrouds at the Nile, where ’a hung like 
a nightcap out to dry. Much good to him his obeying his old 
mother’s wish and refusing his allowance o’ rum 1 

The bands play and the Review continues till past eleven o’clock. Then 
follows a sham fight. At noon precisely the royal carriages draw off the 
ground into the highway that leads down to the town and Gloucester Lodge, 
followed by other equipages in such numbers that the road is blocked. A 
multitude comes after on foot. Presently the vehicles manage to proceed to 
the watering-place, and the troops march aw’ay to the various camps as a sea- 
mist cloaks the perspective. 


SCENE V 

THE SAME. RAINBARRO WS’ BEACON, EGDON H EA TH 

Night in mid-August of the same summer. A lofty ridge of heathland 
reveals itself dimly, terminating m an abrupt slope, at the summit of which 
are three tumuli. On the sheltered side of the most prominent of these 
stands a hut of turves with a brick chimney. In front are two ricks of fuel, 
one of heather and furze for quick ignition, the other of wood, for slow 
burning. Something in the feel of the darkness and in the personality of the 
spot imparts a sense of uninterrupted space around, the view by day extend- 
ing from the cliffs of the Isle of Wight eastward to Blackdon Hill by Dead- 
man's Bay westward, and south across the Valley of the Froom to the ridge 
that screens the Channel 

Two men with pikes loom up, on duty as beacon-keepers beside the ricks. 

Old Man 

Now, Jems Purchess, once more mark my words, gj^^’on 
is the poim we*'ve’'’^tc>'“WSfcli, and not Kingsbere ; and I’ll tell ’ee 
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for why. If he do land anywhere hereabout ^tw'ill be inside 
Ij ^adm an^s Bay, and ihe signal will straightway come from 
Hlaclcon. But there ihou’st stand, glowering and staling with 
alT~thy”'’™eyes at Kingsbere ' I tell "ee what tis, Jem Purchess, 
your brain is softening ; and you be getting too dafTTdr'TDusiriess 
of state like ours ! 

Young Man 

You’ve let your tongue wrack your few rames of good breed- 
ing, John. 

Old Man 

The words of my Lord- Lieutenant was, whene\er you see 
Kmgsbere-Hiil Beacon fired to the eastward, or Black’on to the 
westward, light up; and keep \our second fiic burning for tw^o 
hours. Was that our documents or was it not ? 

Young Man 

I don’t gainsay it. And so I keep my eye on Kingsbere. 
because that’s most likely o’ the tw'o, says I. 

Old Man 

That show^s the curious depths of your ignoiance. How'ever. 
Lll ha\e patience, and say on. Didst ever larn geography? 

Young IMan 

No. Nor no other corrupt practices. 

Old Man 

Tcht-tcht ! — Well, I'll have patience, and put it to him in 
another form. Dost know the w'orld is round — eh ? I warrant 
dostn’t I 

Young Man 

I warrant I do ! 

Old Man 

How d’ye make that out, when th’st never been to school ? 

Young Man 

I lamed it at chuich, thank God. 

Old Man 

Church ? What have God A’mighty got to do with profane 
knowledge ? Beware that you baint blaspheming, T erns Purchess I 
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Young Man 

I say I didj whether or no ! ’Twas the zingers up in gallery 
that I had it from. They busted out that strong with the 
round world and they that dwell therein,’’ that we common fokes 
down under could do no less than believe ’em. 

Old Man 

Canst be sharp enough in the wrong place as usual — I warrant 
caiist ! However, I’ll have patience with ’en, and say on ! — 
Suppose, now, my hat is the world ; and there, as might be, 
stands the Camp of Belong, where Boney is. The world goes 
round, so, and Belong goes round too. Twelve hours pass ; 
round goes the world still — so. Where’s Belong now ? 

A pause. Two other figures, a man’s and a woman's, rise against the sky 
out of the gloom. 


Old Man (shouldering his pike) 

Who goes there ? Friend or foe, in the King’s name I 

Woman 

Piece o’ trumpery ! “ Who goes ” yourself ! What d’ye 

talk o’, Tohn Whiting ! Can’t your eyes earn their living any 
longer, then,^ tliat you don’t know your own neighbours? ’Tis 
P rivate Cant le of the Locals and his wife Keziar, down at Bloom’s- 
End — who else should it be ! 

Old Man (lowering his pike) 

A fomi o’ words, Mis’ess C mitle, no more j ordained by his 
Majesty’s Goveriment to be spoke by all we on sworn duty for 
the defence o’ the country. Strict rank-and-file rules is our only 
hom of salvation in these times. — But, my dear woman, why 
ever have ye come lumpering up to Rainbarrows at this time 
o’ night ? 

Woman 

We’ve been troubled with bad dreams, owing to the firing out 
at sea yesterday ; and at last I could sleep no more, feeling sure^ 
that sommat boded of His coming. And I said to Cantle, I’ll 
ray myself, and go up to Beacon, and ask if anything have been 
heard^ or seen to-night. And here we be. 
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Old Man 

Not a sign or sound — all’s as still as a churchyard. And how 
is your good man ? 

Private (advancing) 

Clk ! I be all right ! I w^as in the ranks, helping to keep 
the ground at the review by the King this week. We was a 
wonderful sight — wonderful 1 The King said so again and again. 
— Yes, there was he, and there was I, though not daring to 
mo\e a’ eyebrow m the presence of Majesty. I have come home 
on a night’s leave — off there again to-morrow. Boney's expected 
every day, the Lord be praised ! Yes, our hopes are to be ful- 
filled soon, as we say in tlie army. 

Old Max 

There, there, Cantle ; don’t ye speak quite so large, and 
stand so over-upright. Your back is as holler as a fire-dog's. 
Do ye suppose that we on active service here don’t know war 
news ? IVIind you don’t go taking to your heels when the next 
alarm comes, as you did at last year’s. 

Private 

That had nothing to do with fighting, for I’m as bold as a lion 
when I’m up, and “Shoulder Fawlocks !” sounds as common as 

my own name to me. ’Twas (Lowering his voice.) Have ye 

heard ? 

Old Man 

To be sure we have. 

Private 

Ghastly, isn’t it I 

Old Man 

Ghastly » Frightful I 


Young Man (to Private) 

He don’t know what it is ! That’s his pride and puffery. 
What is it that’s so ghastly — hey ? 

Private 

Well, there, I can’t tell it. ’Twas that that made the whole 
eighty of our company run away — though we be the bravest of 
the brave in natural jeopardies, or the little boys wouldn’t run 
after us and call us the vyBang-up-Locals.’ 
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Woman (in undertones) 

I can tell you a word or two on’t. It is about His victuals. 
They say that He lives upon human flesh, and has rashers o’ 
baby every morning for breakfast — for all the world like the 
Cernel Giant in old ancient times 1 

Young Man 

Ye can’t believe all ye hear. 

Private 

I only believe half. And I only own — such is my challengeful 
character— -that perhaps He do eat pagan infants when He’s m 
the desert. But not Christian ones at home. Oh no — ’tis 
too much. 

Woman 

Whether or no, 1 sometimes — God forgie me ’ — laugh wi’ 
horror at the queerness o’t, till I am that weak I can hardly go 
round house. He should have the washing of ’em a few limes ; 
I warrant ’a wouldn’t want to eat babies any more ! 

A silence, during which they gnze around at the dark dome of starless sky. 

Young Man 

There’ll be a change in the weather soon, by the look o’t. I 
can hear the cows moo in Froom Valley as if I were close to ’em, 
and the lantern at Max Turnpike is shining quite plain. 

Old Man 

Well, come in and taste a drop o’ sommat we’ve got here, 
that will warm the cockles of your heart as ye wamble homealong. 
We housed eighty tubs last night for them that shan’t be named 
— landed at Lullwind Cove the night afore, though they had a 
narrow shave with the riding-officers this run. 

1 hey make towards the hut, when a light on the west horizon becomes 
visible, and quickly enlarges. 

Young Man 

He’s come I 

Old Man 

Come he is, though you do say it ! This, then, is the 
beginning of what England’s waited for ! 

They stand md watch the light awhile. 
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Young Man 

Just what you was praising the Lord for by-now, Private Cantlc. 
Private 

My meaning was 


Woman (simpenng) 

Oh that I hadn’t married a fiery sojer, to make me bring 
fatherless children into the v> orld, all through his dreadful calling I 
Why didn’t a man of no sprawl content me 1 

Old Man (shouldering his pike) 

We can’t heed your innocent pratings any longer, good 
neighbours, being in the King’s service, and a hot invasion on. 
Fall m, fall in, mate. Straight to the tinder-box. Quick march I 

The two men hasten to the hut, and are heard striking a flint and steel. 
Returning with a lit lantern they ignite a wisp of fur/e, and with this set the 
first stack of fuel in a blaze. The private of the Locals and Ins wife hastily 
retreat by the light of the flaming beacon, under w'hich the purple rotundities 
of the heath show like bronze, and the pits like the eye-sockets of a skull 

Spirit Sinister 

This is good^ and spells blood, {To the Chorus of the Years ) 
asstime that It means to let tis carry out this invasion with pleas- 
ing slaughter,^ so as not to disappoint my hope ? 

Semichorus I of the Years (aerial music) 

We carry out ? Nay^ but should we 
Ordain what bloodshed is to be I 

Semichorus II 

The Immatient^ that urgeth all^ 

Rules what may or may not befall I 

Semichorus I 

Ere systetned suns were globed and lit 
The slaughters of the race were writ^ 

Semichorus II 

' And wasting wars, by latid and sea, 

Fixed^ like all else, hnmutably I 
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Spirit Sinister 

Well; be it so. My argument is that War makes rattling 
good history; but Peace is poor reading. So I back Bonaparte 
for the reason that he will give pleasure to posterity. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Gross hypoc7'‘ite / 

Chorus of the Years 

We comprehend him not. 

The day breaks over the heathery upland, on which the beacon is still 
burning. The moming reveals the white surface of a highway which, 
coming from the royal watering-place beyond the hills, stretches towards the 
outskirts of the heath and passes away eastward. 

DUMB SHOW 

Moving figures and vehicles dot the surface of the road, all progressing m 
one direction, away from the coast In the foreground the shapes appear as 
those of civilians, mostly on foot, but many m gigs and tradesmen's carts 
and on horseback. When they reach an intermediate hill some pause and 
look back; others enter on the next decline landwards without turning 
their heads. 

From the opposite horizon numerous companies of volunteers, in the local 
uniform of red with green facings,^ are moving coastwards in companies ; 
as are also irregular bodies of pikemen without uniform ; while on the 
upper slopes of the downs towards the shore regiments of the line are 
visible, with cavalry and artillery ; all passing over to the coast. 

At a signal from the Chief Intelligences two Phantoms of Rumour enter on 
the highway in the garb of country -men. 

First Phantom (to Pedestrians) 

Whither so fast^ good neighbours^ and before breakfast^ too? 
Empty bellies be bad to vamp 07i. 

First Pedestrian (laden with a pack, and speaking 
breathlessly) 

He’s landed westward, out by Abbot’s Beach. And if you 
have property you’ll save it and yourselves, as we are doing ! 

Second Pedestrian 

All yesterday the firing at Boulogne 

Was like the seven thunders heard in Heaven 

t These historic facings, which, I believe, won for the local (old sgth) regiment the 
nickname of “ Green Linnets,” have been changed for no apparent reason. (They are 
now restored.— 1909 ) 
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When the fierce angel spoke. So did he draw 
Men’s eyes that way, the while his thousand boats 
Full-manned, flat-bottomed for the shallowest shore, 
Dropped down to west, and crossed our frontage here. 
Seen from above they specked the water-shine 
As will a flight of swallows towards dim eve, 

Descending on a smooth and loitering stream 
To seek some eyot’s sedge. 

Second Phantom 

We are sent to e7iUghten you and ease your souls. 

Even 720W a coin^ier canters to the port 
To check the baseless sca7'e. 

First Pedestrian (to Second Pedestrian) 

These be inland men who, I warrant ’ee, don’t know a lerret 
from a lighter I Let’s take no heed of such, comrade ; and 
hurl'}- on ! 

First Phantom 

IVill you not hear 

That what was seejt bchiiid the Jmdnighf niist^ 

Their oai^-blodes iosdng twinkles to the nioon^ 

IVas but a Jieet oppshing;^craft belated 
By reason of the vastness of their haul ? 

First Pedestrian 

Hey? And d’ye know it? — Now- I look back to the top o’ 
Rudgeway the folk do seem as come to a pause there. — Be this 
true, never again do I stir my stumps for any alarm short of the 
Day of Judgment ! Nine times has ray rheumatical rest been 
broke in these last three years by hues and cries of Boney 
upon us. ’Od rot the feller ; now he’s made a fool of me once 
more, till my inside is like a wash-tub, what wn’ being so gallied, 
and running so leery 1 — But how if you be one of the enemy, 
sent to sow these tares, so to speak it, these false tidings, 
and coax us into a fancied safety ? Hey, neighbours ? I don’t, 
after all, care for this story ! 
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Second Pedestrian 

Onwards again ! 

If Boney’s come, ^tis best to be away ; 

And if he’s not, why, weVe a holiday I 

[Exeunt Pedestrians 

The Spirits of Rumour vanish, while the scene seems to become involved 
in the smoke from the beacon, and slowly disappears. ^ 


ACT THIRD 

SCENE I 

BOULOGNE. THE CHATEAU AT PONT-DE-BRIQUES 

A room m the Chateau, which is used as the Imperial quarters The 
Emperor Napoleon, and M.^Gaspard Monge, the mathematician and 
philosopher, are seated at breakfast. 

Enter the officer m attendance. 

Officer 

Monsieur the Admiral Deeres awaits 
A moment’s audience with your Miijesty, 

Or now, or later. 

NAPOLiON 

Bid him in at once — 

At last Villeneuve has raised the Brest blockade ! 

Enter DECRfes. 

What of the squadrons’ movements, good Deeres ? 

Brest opened, and all sailing Channelwards, 

Like swans into a creek at feeding-time ? 

DECRks 

Such news was what Pd hoped, your Majesty, 

To send across this daybreak. But events 
Have proved intractable, it seems, of late ; 

And hence I haste in person to report 

The featless facts that just have dashed my 

1 The remains of the lonely hut occupied by the beacon-keepers, consisting of some 
half-buried brickbats, and a little mound of peat overgrown with moss, are still visible on 
the elevated spot referred to. The two keepers themselves, and their eccentricities and 
sayings, are traditionary, with a slight disguise of names. 
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Napoli ox (darkening) 

Well ? 

Dlcrj?-^ 

Sire, at the very juncture when the fleets 
Sailed out fiom Ferrol, fe\cr raged aboard 
“ L’Achille ” and “ TAlgeciras : later on, 
Mischief assailed our Spanish comrades' ships ; 
Several ran foul of neighbours ; whose new hurts, 
Being added to their innate clumsiness, 

Gave hap the upper hand ; and m quick course 
Demoralized the whole ; until \hlleneuve, — 
Judging that Calder now with Nelson rode. 

And prescient of unparalleled disaster 

If he pushed on in so disjoint a trim, 

liowed to the ine\iUble ; and thus, perforce, 

Leaving to other opportunity 

Brest and the Channel scheme, with \ast regret 

Steered southwaid into Cadiz. 


Napoleox (having risen fiom the table) 
What I — Is, then. 

My scheme of years to be disdained and dashed 
By this man’s like, a wretched moral coward, 
Whom you must needs foist on me as one fit 
For full command in pregnant enterprise ! 


AIoxce (aside) 


I'm one too many heie 1 Let me step out 
Till this black squall blows over. 'Poor Deeres. 

Would that this precious project, disinteired 
From naval archives of King Louis’ reign, 

Had ever lingered fusting where ’fwas found ! ^ 

[Exit Mon^ge. 


Napoleon 


To help a friend you foul a country’s fame 1 — 

Deeres, not only chose you this Villeneuve, 

But you have nourished secret sour opinions 
Akin to his, and thereby helped to scathe 

1 “Le projet existe enrore aux chives de la marine que Napoleon consultait in- 
cessamment ; il sentait que cetie marine depuis Louis XIV avait fait de grandes choses ' 
le plan de TExp^idiiion d’Eg> pte et de la descente en Angleterre se trouvaiein au miniiiteTe 
de la marine — Capefigue : IJEuj ope pendant le Consulat et VEtnPire. 
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As Stably based a project as this age 
Has sunned to ripeness. Ever the French marine 
Have you decried, ever contrived to bring 
Despair into the fleet ! Why, this Villeneuve 
Your man, this rank incompetent, this traitor- 
Of whom I asked no more than fight and lose^" 
Provided he detained the enemy — 

A frigate is too great for his command \ 

What shall be said of one who, at a breath, 

When a few casual sailors find them sick, 

When falls a broken boom or slitten sail, 

When rumour hints that Calder’s tubs and Nelson’s 
May join, and bob about in company, 

Is straightway paralyzed, and doubles back 
On all his ripened plans 1 — 

Bring him, ay, bodily ; hale him out from Cadiz, 
Compel him up the Channel by main force, 

And, having doffed him his supreme command, 

Give the united squadrons to Ganteaume ! 

Decres 

Your Majesty, while umbraged, righteously, 

By an event my tongue dragged dry to tell. 

Makes my hard situation ovei-hard 
By your ascription to the actors in’t 
Of motives such and such. ’Tis not for me 
To answer these reproaches. Sire, and ask 
Why years-long mindfulness of France’s fame 
In things marine should win no confidence. 

I speak ; but am unable to convince I 

True is it that this man has been my friend 
Since boyhood made us schoolmates ; and I say 
That he would yield the heel-drops of his heart 
With joyful readiness this day, this hour, 

To do his country service. Yet no less 
Is it his drawback that he sees too far. 

And there are times, Sire, when a shorter sight 
Channs Fortune more. A certain soil: of bravery 
Some people have — to wit, this same Lord Nelson — 
Which is but fatuous faith in one’s own star 
Swoln to the very verge of childishness, 

(Smugly disguised as putting trust in God, 
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A habit with these English folk) ; whereby 
A headstrong blindness to contingencies 
Carries the actor on, and serves him well 
In some nice issues clearer sight would mar. 

Such eyeless bravery Villeneuve has not ; 

But, Sire, he is no coward. 

Napoleon 

Well, have it so ' — What are we going to do ? 

My brain has only one wish — to succeed ! 

Dec RES 

My voice wanes weaker with you, Sire ; is nought ! 
Yet these few w’ords, as Minister of Manne, 

Pli venture now. — My process would be thus : — 
Our projects for a junction of the fleets 
Being well-discerned and lead by every eye 
Through long postponement, England is prepared. 

I would recast them. Later in the year 
Form sundry squadrons of this massive one, 

Harass the English till the winter time, 

Then lendezvous at Cadiz; where leave halt 
To catch the enemy’s eye and call their cruizers, 
While, rounding Scotland with the other half, 

You make the Channel by the eastern strait, 

Cover the passage of our army-boats, 

And plant the blow\ 

Napoleon 

And w'hat if they perceive 
Our Scottish route, and meet us eastwardly? 

DECRj^S 

I have thought of it, and planned a countermove ; 
I’ll w'rite the scheme more clearly and at length, 
And send it hither to your Majesty. 

Napoleon 

Do so foi thwith ; and- send me in Daru. 

Exit Decrus Re-enter Monge. 

Our breakfast, Monge, to -day has been cut short. 
And those discussions on the ancient tongues 
Wherein you shine, must yield to modern moils. 
Nay, hasten not away ; though feeble wills, 
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Incompetence, ay, imbecility, 

In some who feign to serve the cause of France, 

Do make me other than myself just now ! — 

Ah — here^s Daru. 

Da RU enters. Mono e takes his lea%'e. 

Daru, sit down and write. Yes, here, at once, 

This room will serve me now. What think you, eh ? 
Villeneuve has just turned tail and run to Cadiz, 

So quite postponed — perhaps even overthrown — 

My long-conned project against yonder shore 
As kw^ere a juvenile’s snow-built device 
But made for melting I Think of it, Daru, — 

My God, my God, how can I talk thereon ! 

A plan well judged, well charted, well upreared, 

To end in nothing ! ... Sit you down and write. 
Napoli^ON walks up and down, and resumes after a silence : 
Write this. — A volte-face ’tis indeed ! — Write, write ! 

Daru (holding pen to paper) 

I wait, your Majesty. 

Napoleon 

First Bernadott e — 

Yes ; ‘‘ Bernadotte moves out fromTTanover 
Through Hesse upon Wurzburg and the Danube. — 
Marmont from Holland bears along the Rhine, 

And joins at Mainz and Wurzburg Bernadotte . . , 
While these prepare their routes the army here ' 
Will turn its rump on Britain’s tedious shore, 

And, closing up with Augereau at Brest, 

Set out full force due eastward. . . . 

By the Black Forest feign a straight attack. 

The while our purpose is to skirt its left, 

Meet in Franconia Bernadotte and Marmont ; 
Traverse the Danube somewhat down from Ulm ; 
Entrap the Austrian columns by their rear ; 

Surround them, cleave them j roll upon Vienna, 
Where, Austria settled, I engage the Tsar, 

While Massena detains in Italy 
The Archduke Charles. 
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Foreseeing such might shape, 

Each high- and by-way to the Danube hence 
I have of fete had measured, mapped, and judged : 

Such spots as suit for depots chosen and marked ; 

Each regiment's daily pace and bivouac 
Writ tablewise for ready reference ; 

All which itineraries are sent herewith." 

So shall I cnish the two gigantic sets 
Upon the Empire, now grown imminent. 

— Let me reflect. — First Bemadotte But nay, 

The courier to Alarmont must go first. 

Well, well.— The oider of our march from hence 
I will advise. . . . My knock at George’s door 
With bland inciairies why his royal hand 
Withheld due answer to my friendly lines, 

And tossed the irksome business to his clerks, 

Is thus perforce delayed. But not for long. 

Instead of crossing, thitherw^ard I tour 
By roundabout contrivance not less sure ! 

D.^RU 

Fll bring the w'nting to your Majesty. 

X.\POLi^;ON and D.\ru go out severally. 

Chorus of the Ye.a.rs (aerial music) 

Recording A??gei, trace 

This hold campaign his thought has spun apace — 

One that bids fair for immortality 
Among the earthlings — if immortal deeds 
May be ascribed to so extemporary 
And transient a race I 
It mil be called^ in rhetoric and rhyme^ 

As son to sire succeeds^ 

A model for the tactics of all time; 

The Great Campaign of that so famed year Fivef 
By millions of mankind not yet alive. 

SCENE II 

THE FRONTIERS OF UPPER .AUSTRIA AND B.WARIA 

A view of the country from mid-air, at a point south of the River Inn, 
which is seen as a silver thread, winding northw^ard between its junction with 
the Salza and the Danube, and forming the boundaries of the two countries. 
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The Danube shows itself as a crinkled satin riband, stretching from left to 
right in the far background of the picture, the Inn discharging its waters into 
the larger river. 

DUMB SHOW 

A vast Austrian army creeps dully along the mid-distance, in the form of 
detached masses and columns of a whitish cast The columns insensibly 
draw nearer to each other, and are seen to be converging fi om the east upon 
the banks of the Inn aforesaid. 

A Recording Angel (in recitative) 

This movejnent as of molluscs on a leaf 
Which fro7n our vantage here we sca/i afar^ 

Is one manceuvred by the f a7nous M ack 
To cotmterckeck Napoleon^ still believed 
To be intent on England from Boulogne^ 

Ajid heedless of such rallies in his rear. 

MacBs enterprise is now to cross Bavaria — 

Beneath tts st7^etched in ripening stumiier peace 
As field u7two7iied for these ugly ja7‘s — 

A7td seise 07z past Swabia leftward tkez-e. 

Outraged Bavaria^ smmierizig hi disquiet 
At Mimich dow7i behind us, Jsarfrmged, 

And torn between Ms fair wife's hate of Fraitce 
And his own itch to gird at Austrian bluff 
For riding roughshod through his territory, 

Wavers from this to that. The while Time hastes 

The eastward strearriing of Napoleods host, 

As soon we see. 

The silent insect-creep of the Austrian columns towards the banks of the 
Inn continues to be seen till the view fades to nebulousness and dissolves. 


SCENE III 

BOULOGNE. THE ST. OMER ROAD 

It is a morning at the end of August, and the road stretches out of the 
town eastward. 

The divisions of the ‘ ' Army-for-England ” are making preparations to 
march. Some portions are in marching order. Bands strike up, and the 
regiments start on their journey towards the Rhine and Danube. Bonaparte 
and his officers watch the movements from an eminence The soldiers, as 
they pace along under their eagles with beaming eyes, sing ‘ * Le Chant du 
Depart,” and other martial songs, shout “Vive I’Empereur ! and babble of 
repeating the days of Italy, Egypt, Marengo, and Hohenlinden. 
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Xapoi ecn 

Anon to England ! 

Chorus Of Ixtulligexcus (aerial music) 

If Tunis 'iCz.ird ihrttul so zjcaze ' 

The scene cs it hr^ers exhibits the grpchial diminishing of ihe U'oop* a’o'.g 
the roads through the undahitiiig Augu-t Undscc.pc, t.ll each coba.m 1' set n 
but as a tram of du^t , and the di'^apne.uar.i.c of caJi maichiug nv-ss car- 
the eastern hoi i/oii. 


ACT FOURTH 

SCENE I 

KING GEORGE'S W VIF.RIXG-PLACE, SOUTH WESSEX 

A sunny day in aututnn A room m the red-buck royal residence known 
IS Gloucester Locige ^ 

At a front trip-e-lighted window stands a tele^oope on a tripod Through 
the open middle sadi is visible tlie ciescent-cmved expanse of the as a 
sheet of briihiint tniiisluccnt gicen, on which nde \csseis of war at anchor. 
On the left hand white chffs stietch away till thej tc.iminatc in St. .Mdhelm’s 
Head, and form a background to the let el water-line on that side. In the 
centre are tlie open sea and blue sky. A near headland ruses on the right, 
surmounted by a bptter}’, o\cr which appears the remoter bald gn-y brow of 
the Isle of Slmgei s 

In the foreground yeiiotv sands spiead smootn’y, wheieoii there are sund’-y 
temporary erections for athletic sports , and closer at hand runs an esplanade 
on which a fashionable crowd is promenading Immediately outside the 
Lodge are companies ol soldiers, gioups of ofnceis, and sentries 

Within the room the King and Pitt are d’seotored The King’s eyes 
show traces of recent inflammation, and the Minister has a wasted look 

Kixg 

Yes, yes ; I grasp your reasons, Mr. Pitt, 

And grant you audience gladly More than that, 

Your visit to this shore is apt and timely, 

And if It do but yield you needful rest 
From fierce debate, and other strains of office 
Which you and I in common have to bear, 

1 This weather-beaten old building, though now an hotel, is but little altercc 
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’Twill be well earned. The bathing is unmatched 
Elsewhere in Europe, — see its mark on me 1— 

The air like liquid life. — But of this matter * 

What argue these late movements seen abroad ? 
What of the country now the session’s past ; 

What of the country, eh ? and of the war ? 

Pitt 

The thoughts I have laid before your Majesty 
Would make for this, in sum : — 

That Mr. Fox, Lord Grenville, and their friends, 

Be straigEtway askeHTojoin. With Melvhl£.. gone, 
With Sidmouth, and with Buckinghamshire too, 
The steerage of affairs has stood of late 
Somewhat provisional, as you, sir, know, 

With stop-gap functions thrust on offices 
Which common weal can tolerate but awhile. 

So, for the weighty reasons I have urged, 

I do repeat my most respectful hope 
To win your Majesty’s ungrudged assent 
To what I have proposed. 

King 

But nothing, sure, 

Has been more plain to all, dear Mr. Pitt, 

Than that your own proved energy and scope 
Is ample, without aid, to carry on 
Our just crusade against this Corsican. 

Why, then, go calling Fox and Grenville in ? 

Such helps we need not. Pray you think upon% 
And speak to me again. — We’ve had alarms 
Making us skip like crackers at our heels. 

That Bonaparte had landed close hereby. 

Pitt 

Such rumours come as regularly as harvest 
King 

And now he has left Boulogne with all his host ? 
Was it his object to invade at all, 

Or was his vast assemblage there a blind ? 
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Pitt 

Undoubtedly he meant imasion, sir, 

Had fortune favoured. He may try it yet. 

And, as I said, could we but close with Fox 

King 

But, but ; — I ask, what is his object now? 

Lord Nelson’s Captain — Hardy — whose old home 
Stands in a peaceful vale hard by us heie — 

Who came two weeks ago to see his friends, 

I talked to m this room a lengthy while. 

He says our navy still is in thick night 
As to the aims by sea of Bonaparte 
Now the Boulogne attempt has fizzled out, 

And what he schemes afloat with Spain combined 
The “Victory” lay that fortnight at Spithead, 

And Nelson since lias gone aboard and sailed . 

Yes, sailed again. The “Royal Sovereign” follows, 
And others her. Nelson was hailed and cheered 
To huskiness while leaving Southsea shore, 

Gentle and simple wildly thronging round. 

Pitt 

Ay, sir. Young women hung upon his arm, 

And old ones blessed, and stroked him with their hands. 

King 

Ah — you have heard, of course. God speed him, Pitt. 
Pitt 

Amen, amen ! 

King 

I read it as a thing 

Of signal augury, and one which bodes 
Heaven’s confidence in me and in my line, 

That I should rule as King in such an age ! . . , 

Well, well. — So this new march of Bonaparte’s 
W^as unexpected, forced perchance on him ? 

Pitt 

It may be so, your Majesty ; it may. 

Last noon the Austrian ambassador, 
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Whom I consulted ere I posted down, 

Assured me that his latest papers word 
How General Mack and eighty thousand men 
Have made good speed across Bavaria 
To wait the French and give them check at Ulm, 
That fortress-frontier-town, entrenched and walled, 
A place long chosen as a vantage-point 
Whereon to encounter them as they outwind 
From the blind shades and baffling green defiles 
Of the Black Forest, worn with wa5rfaring. 

Here Mack will intercept his agile foe 
Hasting to meet the Russians in Bohemia, 

And cripple him, if not annihilate. 

Thus now, sir, opens out this Great Alliance 
Of Russia, Austria, England, whereto I 
Have lent my earnest efforts through long months, 
And the realm gives her money, ships, and men. — 
It claps a muffler round this Cock’s steel spurs, 

And leaves me sanguine on his overthrow. 

But then, — this coalition of resources 
Demands a strong and active Cabinet 
To aid your Majesty’s directive hand ; 

And thus I urge again the said additions — 

These brilliant intellects of the other side 

Who stand by Fox. With us conjoined, they 

King 

What, what, again — in face of my sound reasons ! 
Believe me, Pitt, you underrate yourself ; 

You do not need such aid. The splendid feat 

Of banding Europe in a righteous cause 

That you have achieved, so soon to put to shame 

This wicked bombardier of dynasties 

That rule by right Divine, goes straight to prove 

We had best continue as we have begun, 

And call no partners to our management. 

To fear dilemmas horning up ahead 

Is not your wont. Nay, nay, now, Mi*. Pitt, 

I must be firm. And if you love your King 
You’ll goad him not so rashly to embrace 
This Fox-and-Grenville faction and its friends. 
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Rather than Fox, why, give me civil warl 

Hey, what ? But what besides ? 

PriT 

I say besides, sir, . . . nothing 1 
A silence. 

King (cheerfully) 

The Chancellor's here, and many fnends of mine : Lady 
Winchelsea, Lord and Lady Chesterfield, Lady Bulkeley, General 
Garth, and Mr. Phipps the oculist — not the least important to me. 
He is a worthy and a skilful man. My eyes, he says, are as 
marvellously improved in durability as I know them to be in 
power. I have arranged to go to-morrow with the Princesses, 
and the Dukes of Cumberland, Sussex, and Cambridge (who are 
also here) for a ride on the Ridgeway, and through the Camp on 
the downs. You’ll accompany us there? 

Pitt 

I am honoured by your Majest/s commands. 

Put looks resignedly out of the window. 

What curious structure do I see outside, sir ? 

King 

IPs but a stage, a type of all the world. The burgesses have 
arranged it in my honour. At six o’clock this evening there are 
to be combats at single-stick to amuse the folk ; four guineas the 
prize for the man who breaks most heads. Aftenvards there is 
to be a grinning match through horse-collars — a very humorous 
sport which I must stay here and witness ; for I am interested in 
whatever entertains my subjects. 

Pitt 

Not one in all the land but knows it, sir. 

King 

Now, Mr. Pitt, you must require repose ,* 

Consult your own convenience then, I beg, 

On when you leave. 

Pitt 

I thank your Majesty. 

He departs as one whose purpose has failed, and the scene shuts. 
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SCENE II 

BEFORE THE CITY OF ULM 

A prospect of the city from the east, showing in the foreground a low- 
lying marshy country bounded in mid-distance by the banks of the Danube, 
which, bordered by poplars and willows, flows across the picture fiom the left 
to the Elchmgen Bridge near the nght of the scene, and is backed by irregular 
heights and terraces of espaliered vines. Between these and the river stands 
the city, crowded with old gabled houses and surrounded by walls, bastions, 
and a ditch, all the edifices being dominated by the nave and tower of the 
huge Gothic Munster... 

On the most prominent of the heights at the back — the Michaelsberg — to 
the upper-right of the view, is encamped the mass of the Austrian army, amid 
half-finished entrenchments. Advanced posts of the same are seen south-east 
of the dity, not far from the advanced corps of the French Grand-Army under 
SouLT, MARik^T, Murax Lannes, Ney, and Dupont, which occupy m 
TSiicircfeTKe whole breadth of the flat landscape in front, and extend across 
the river to higher ground on the right hand of the panorama. 

Heavy mixed drifts of rain and snow are descending impartially on the 
French and on the Austrians, the downfall nearly blotting out the latter on the 
hills. A chill October wind wails across the country, and the poplars yield 
slantingly to the gusts. 


DUMB SHOW 

Drenched peasants are busily at work, fortifying the heights of the Austrian 
position in the face of the enemy. Vague companies of Austrians above, and 
of the French below, hazy and indistinct in the thick atmosphere, come and 
go without apparent purpose near their respective lines 

Closer at hand Napol:^on, in his familiar blue -grey overcoat, rides 
hither and thither with his marshals, haranguing familiarly the bodies of 
soldiery as he passes them, and observing and pointing out the disposition of 
the Austrians to his companions. 

Thicker sheets of rain fly across as the murk of evening increases, which 
at length entirely obscures the prospect, and cloaks its bleared lights and fires. 


SCENE III 

ULM. WITHIN THE CITY 

The interior of the Austrian headquarters on the following morning. A 
tempest raging without. 

Gener al Mac k, haggard and anxious, the Archduke Ferdinand, 
PrI nce Schw ^zenberg, General jELLACHiCH7''lTK!fTO 
Biberach, and other field ofiScersTdiscomed, seated at a taBIewith a map 
spread out before them. A wood fire bla3?;es between tall andirons ip a 
yawning fireplace. At every more than usually boisterous gust of wind the 
smoke flaps into the room» 
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Mack 

The accursed ciuiniri" of oci advcisary 
Confounds all codc^ of lionourahle war, 

Which C' Cl- h:i\c held as granUf’ dial the inick 
Of arm es bcariUL; hither from the Rhine — 

Whether in peace 01 t,trcniioiis in\,i'^ion— 

Should pierce liie Sch\varz-\ald, and through .Menimin^^cn 
And meet us :n our front. Rut be inu',L w”xl 
xAnd corkscrew nn-anly round, where foot of man 
Can scarce find pathway, stealing up to u-s 
Thiefwisc, b\ our back door' Xeveiiheless, 

If English war-deetb be abreast Boulogne, 

As thebe dcscneis ted, and i-ipe to land there, 

It destines Bonaparte to pack hnn back 
Across the Rhine again Wc*\c but to wait, 
xAnd see him go. 

ARCirDUkF. 

But wlto shall say if these bright talcb be true ? 

Mack 

Even then, small matter, your Impciial Highness 
The Rusbians nc'ar us daily, and mast soon — 
xAy, far withiu the eiglit da}b I ha' c named — 

Be operating to untie this knot, 

If we hold on. 

Archduke 

Conjectures these — no more ; 

I stomach not such waiting. Xciihcr hope 
Has kernel in it. 1 and my ca\alry 
With caution, wdien tlie shadows fall to-night, 

Can bore some hole in this engirdlemcni : 

Outpass die gate noi'Lb-cast ; join Genet al W crneck, 

And somehow cut our way Bohemia-wards : 

Well worth the hazard, m our straitened case ! 

Mack (firmly) 

The body of our force sia\s here wath me. 

And I am much surprised, your Highness, much. 

You mark not how' destructive ’tis to part 1 
If we wait on, for certain w'e should wait 
In our full strength, compacted, undispersed 
By such partition as your Highnc<=s plans. 
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SCHWARZENBERG 

There^s truth, in urging we should not divide, 

But weld more closely. — Yet why stay at all ? 

Methinks there’s but one sure salvation left, 

To wit, that we conjunctiy march herefrom, 

And with much circumspection, towards the Tyrol. 

The subtle often rack their wits in vain — ■ 

Assay whole magazines of strategy — 

To shun ill loomings deemed insuperable, 

When simple souls by stumbling up to them 
Find the grim shapes but air. But let us grant 
That the investing French so ring us in 
As to leave not a span for such exploit ; 

Then go we — throw ourselves upon their steel, 

And batter through, or die 1 — 

What say you, Generals ? Speak your minds, I pray. 
JELLACHICH 

I favour marching out — the T}to 1 way. 

Riesc 

Bohemia best I The route thereto is open. 

Archduke 

My course is chosen. O this black campaign, 

Which Pitt’s alarmed dispatches pricked us to, 

AH unforeseeing ! Any risk for me 
Rather than court humiliation here ! 

Mack has risen during the latter remarks, walked to the window, and 
looked out at the rain. He returns with an air of embarrassment. 

Mack (to Archduke) 

It is my privilege firmly to submit 
That your Imperial Highness undertake 
No venturous vaulting into risks unknown. — 

Assume that you, Sire, as you have proposed, 

With your light regiments and the cavalry, 

Detach yourself from us, to scoop a way 
By circuits northwards through the Rauhe Alps 
And Herdenheim, into Bohemia: 

Reports all point that you will be attacked, 

Enveloped, borne on to capitulate. 
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What worse can happen here ? — 

Remember, Sire, the Emperor deputes me, 

Should such a clash arise as has arisen, 

To exercise supreme authority. 

The honour of our arms, our race, demands 
That none of your Imperial Highness' line 
Be pounded prisoner by this vulgar foe, 

WTio is not France, but an adventu^'er 
Imposing on that country for his gain. 

Archduke 

I amply recognize the drear disgrace 
Involving Austria if this upstart chief 
Should of his cunning seize and hold in pawn 
A royal -lineaged son, whose ancestors 
Root on the primal rocks of history. 

Spirit Ironic 

A^oie that Five years ^ and legal breilu^en they — 

This feudal treasure and the upstafi man / 

Archduke 

But it seems clear to me that loitering here 
Is full as like to compass our surrender 
As moving hence. And ill it therefore suits 
The mood of one of my high temperature 
To pause inactive while await me means 
Of desperate cure for these so despei*aie ills 1 

[The Archduke Ferdinand goes out, 
A troubled silence follows, during which the gusts call into the chimney, 
and raindrops spit on the fire. 

SCHWARZENBERG 

The Archduke bears him shrewdly in this course. 

We may as well look matters in the face, 

And that we are cooped and cornered is most clear ; 
Clear is it, too, that but a miracle 
Can work to loose us 1 I have stoutly held 
That this man’s three years’ ostentatious scheme 
To ding his army on the tempting shores 
Of our allies the English was a — well — 

Scarce other than a trick of thimble-rig 
To still us into false security. 
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JELLACHICH 

Well, I know nothing. None needs list to me. 

But, on the \\hole, to southward seems the course 
For plunging, all in force, immediately. 

Another pause. 

Spirit Sinister 

The Will ihrows Mock again in agitation ; 

Ho-ho — what h^il do now I 

Spirit of the Pities 

Nay^ hard one^ nayj 

The clouds weep for hint ! 

Spirit Sinister 

If he must he jnustj 
And ifs good afitic at a vacant time I 

Mack goes restlessly to the door, and is heard pacing about the vestibule, 
and questioning the aides and other officers gathered there. 

A CxENERal 

He wavers like this smoke-wreath that inclines 
Or noith, or south, as the storm-currents rule ! 

Mack (returning) 

Bring that deserter hither once again. 

A French soldier is brought in, blindfolded and guarded. The bandage is 
removed. 

Well, tell us what he says. 

An Officer (after speaking to the prisoner in French) 

He still repeats 
That the whole body of the British strength 
Is even now descending on Boulogne, 

And that self-preservation must, of need, 

Clear us from Bonaparte ere many days, 

Who momently is moving. 

Mack 

Still retain him. 

He walks to the fire, and stands looking into it. The soldier is taken out 
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Jet.lachich (bending over the map in argument with RlE?c) 

I much piefer oui self-\\on information : 

And if we have Marshal Soult at Landsberg heie, 
(Which seems to be the truth, despite this man,) 

And Dupont hard upon us at Albeck, 

With Ney not far from Gunzburg ; somevvhere here, 

Or further down the river, lurking Lannes, 

Our game’s to draw off southward — if we can ! 

Mack (turning) 

I have it. This we'll do. You, Jellachich, 

Unite with Spangcn’s troops at Memmingen, 

To fend off mischief there And you, Riesc, 

Will make your utmost haste to occupy 
The bridge and upper ground at Elchingen, 

And all along the left bank of the stieam, 

Till you observe wheieon to concentrate 
And sever their connections. I couch here, 

And hold the city till the Russians come. 

A General (in a low voice) 

Disjunction seems of all expedients woist : 

If any stay, then stay should e\ery man, 

Gather, inlace, and close up hip to hip, 

And peik and bristle hedgehog-like with spines ! 


Mack 

The conference is ended, friends, I say, 

And orders will be issued here forthwith. 

Guns heard 

An Officer 

Surely that’s from the Michaelsberg above us ? 
Mack 

Never care. Here we stay. In five more days 
The Russians hail, and we regain our bays. 

[Exeunt severally. 
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SCENE IV 

BEFORE ULM. THE SAME DAY 

A high wind prevails, and ram falls m torrents. An elevated terrace near 
Elchingen forms the foieground, 

DUMB SHOW 

From the terrace Bonaparte surveys and dictates operations against the 
entrenched heights of the Michaelsberg that rise in the middle distance on the 
right above the city. Through the gauze of descending waters the Fiench 
soldiery can be discerned climbing to the attack under Ney. 

They slowly advance, recede, re-advance, halt. A time of suspense follow s. 
Then they are seen in a state of irregular movement, even confusion ; but m 
the end they carry the heights wnth the bayonet 

Below the spot whereon Napoleon and his staff are gathered, glistening 
wet and plastered with mud, obtrudes on the left the village of Elchingen, 
now in the hands of the French. Its white-walled monastery, its bridge over 
the Danube, recently broken by the irresistible Ney, wear a desolated look, 
and the stream, which is swollen by the rainfall and rasped by the storm, seems 
wanly to sympathize. 

Anon shells are dropped by the French from the summits they have gained 
mto the city below’. A bomb from an Austi lan battery falls near Napoleon , 
and in bursting raises a fountain of mud. The Emperor retieats with his 
officers to a less conspicuous station. 

Meanwhile Lannes advances from a position near Napol]^ON till his 
columns reach the top of the Frauenberg hard by. The united corps of 
Lannes and Ney descend on the inner slope of the heights towards the city 
walls, in the rear of the retreating Austrians. One of the French columns 
scales a bastion, but Napolj^on orders the assault to be discontinued, and 
with the wane of day the spectacle disappears. 


SCENE V 

THE SAME. THE MICHAELSBERG 

A chilly but rainless noon three days later. At the back of the scene, 
northwai'd, rise the Michaelsberg heights , below stretches the panorama of 
the city and the Danube. On a secondary eminence forming a spur of the 
upper hiU, a fire of logs is burning, the foremost group beside it being 
NapoliSon and his staff, the latter in gorgeous uniform, the former in his 
shabby greatcoat and plain turned-up hat, w'alkmg to and fro with his hands 
behind him, and occasionally stopping to warm himself. The French infantry 
are drawn up in a dense array at the back of these. 

The whole Austrian garrison of Ulm marches out of the city gate opposite 
Napoleon. General Mack is at the head, followed by Giulay, Gottes- 
heim, Klenau, Lichtenstein, and many other officers, who advance to 
Bonaparte and deliver their swords. 
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Mack 

Behold me. Sire. Mack the urfcrtunare ! 

Napoleox 

War, General, ever has its ups and ns, 

And you must take the better and the 'a orse 
As impish chanc e or desti ny orda'ns 
Come near and wann^yoiTliei ' 'A flowing nre 
Is life on these depressing, miicd, mo^s: da^i^ 

Of smitten leaves down-dropping clamnnly, 

And toadstools like the putrid lungs of men. 

(To his lieutenaiusj 

Cause them to stand to right and ^eft of rue. 

The Austiian officers arrange themselves as (.hH'etwd, arci ^hc body of 
Austrians now file past their Conqueror, la>'ng Gr>%n tlu i r’-ms .s tiny 
approach ; some ^Mth angry gestures and woids, othe -s in imo*/'' n ncc. 

Listen, I pray you, Generals gathered hoie. 

I tell you frankly that I know not why 
Your master usages this wild wai with ire 
I know not what he seeks by such injustice, 

Unless to give me practice in my trade - 
That of a soldier — whereto I was b *£d * 

Deemed he my craft might slip frorn nu . unplied ? 

Let him now owm me still a dab therein ' 

Mack 

Permit me, your Imperial Majesty, 

To speak one word in answer ; which is this, 

No war was washed for by my Emperor: 

Russia constrained him to it ! 

Napoleox 

If that be. 

You are no more a European pow er. — 

I would point out to him that my resources 
Are not confined to these my musters hei e : 

My prisoners of war, in route for France, 

Will see some marks of my resources there I 
Two hundred thousand volunteers, right tic, 

Will join my standards at a single nod, 

And in six weeks prove soldiers to the bone, 
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Whilst your recruits, compulsion’s scavenging’s, 

Scarce weld to warriors after toilsome years. 

But I want nothing on this Continent : 

The English only are my enemies. 

Ships, colonies, and commerce I desire, 

Yea, therewith to advantage you as me. 

Let me then charge your Emperor, my brother. 

To turn his feet the shortest way to peace. — 

All states must have an end, the weak, the strong ; 

Ay ; even may fall the dynasty of Lorraine ! 

The filing past and laying down of arms by the Austrian army continues 
with monotonous regularity, as if it would never end 

Napoleon (in a murmur, after a while) 

Well, what cares England ! She has won her game 5 
I have unlearnt to threaten her from Boulogne. . , . 

Her gold it is that forms the weft of this 
Fair tapestry of armies marshalled here I 
Likewise of Russia’s, drawing steadily nigh. 

But they may see what these see, by and by. 

Spirit of the Years 

let hhn s^eak^ the while we clearfy sight hms> 

Moved like a figure on a lantern-slzde, 

WMch^ znuch amaslng uninitiafe eyes, 

The all-conipelling crystal pane but drags 
Whither the showman wills. 

Spirit Ironic 

And yet, my friend^ 

The Will Itself might smile at this collapse 
Of Austrids men-at-arms, so droUy done; 

Even as, in your phantasmagoric show, 

The deft znanipulator of ike slide 
Might smile at his own art. 

Chorus of the Years (aerial music) 

^ Ah, no: ah, no I 

It is impcLssible as glacial snow . — 

Within the Great Unshaken 
These painted shapes awaken 
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A lesser thrill than doth r/te penile lave 
Of yonder bank by Dnnub: s xit.nde} ing L,'ave 
Wiihm the Sc/iwaj-s^zoald height? that give it flow / 

Spirit of thi: Pitiv- 

But the intolerable antiloyy 
Of making figment? feel I 

Spirit Ironic 

Logics in that 

It does not^ I must own, quite play the game. 

Chorus of Ironic Spirits ('aerial music; 

And this day wins for Uhn a dingy fame. 

Which centuries ?hnll not bleach jrom her old mime I 
The procession of AustnaTis continues till the scene is h uaers hi>ze 


SCENE VI 

LONDON. SPRINC; GARDENS 

Before Lord Malmesbury’s house, on a Supda\ morning in the same 
autumn. Idlers pause and gather m tlie background 
Pitt. enters, and meets Lord Mul&rave, 

Mulgrave 

Good day, Pitt. Ay, these leaves that skim the ground 
With withered voices, hint that sunshine-time 
Is well-nigh past. — And so the game’s begun 
Between him and the Austro-Russian force, 

As second movement in the faceabout 

From Boulogne shore, with which he has hocussed us ? — 

What has been heard on’t ? Have they clashed as yei ? 

Pitt 

The ll mperor Fra ncis^ partly at my instance, 

Has thrown“tlie'l:hief command on General IMack, 

A man most capable and far of sight. 

He centres by the Danube-bank at Ulm, 

A town well- walled, and firm for leaning on 
To intercept the French in their advance 
From the Black Forest towards the Russian troops 
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Approaching from the east. If Bonaparte 
Sustain his marches at the break-neck speed 
That all report, they must have met ere now. 

— There is a rumour . . . quite impossible I . . . 

Mulgrave 

You still have faith in Mack as strategist ? 

There have been doubts of his far-sightedness. 

Pitt (hastily) 

I know, I know. — I am calling here at Malmesbury^s 

At somewhat an unceremonious time 

To ask his help to translate this Dutch print 

The post has brought. Malmesbury is great at Dutch, 

Learning it long at Leyden, years ago. 

He draws a newspaper from his pocket, unfolds it, and glances it down. 
There’s news here unintelligible to me 
Upbn the very matter ! You’ll come in ? 

They call at Lord Malmesbury’s He meets them m the hall, and 
welcomes them with an apprehensive look of foreknowledge. 

Pitt 

Pardon this early call. The packet’s in, 

And wings me this unreadable Dutch paper, 

So, as the offices are closed to-day, 

I have brought it round to you. 

(Handing the paper. ) 

What does it say? 

For God’s sake, read it out. You know the tongue. 

Malmesbury (with hesitation) 

I have glancediFtfirougn already — more than once — 

A copy having reached me, too, by now , . . 

We are in the presence of a great disaster ! 

See here. It says that Mack, enjailed m Ulm 
By Bonaparte — ^from four sides shutting round — 
Capitulated, and with all his force 
Laid down his arms befoi'e his conqueror I 
Pitt's face changes. A silence. 
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Mulgrave 

Outrageous ! Ignominy unparalleled ! 

PiTT 

By God, my lord, these statements must be false ! 

These foreign prints aie trustless as Cheap jack 
Dumfoundiiig \okels at a country fair. 

I heed no woid of it. — Impossiblc. 

What ’ Eighty thousand Austrians, nigh in touch 
With Russia's levies that Kutuzof leads, 

To lay do\Mi arms before the wars begun? 

'Tis too much ! 

Malmesbury 

But I fear it is too true ! 

Note the asse\eicd source of the repoii — 

One beyond thought of mmtcis of mock tales. 

The writer adds that military wits 
Cry that the Little Corporal now makes war 
In a new' way, using his soldiers* legs 
And not their arms, to bring him \ ictory. 

Pla-lia 1 The quip must sting the Corporal’s foes. 

Pitt (after a pause) 

O vacillating Prussia ! PI ad she moved, 

Had slie but planted one foot firmly dowm, 

.All this had been averted. — I must go. 

’Tis sure, ’tis sure, I labour but in vain ! 

Malmi-SEURY accompanies him to the door, and Pn r walks away 
disquietedly towaros Whiteha'l, the other two regaiding him as he goes 

Mulgrave 

Too swuftly he declines to feebleness, 

And these things well might shake a stoutei frame ! 

M VLMESBURY 

Of late the burden of all Europe’s cares, 

Of hiring and maintaining half her troops, 

His single pair of shoulders has upborne, 

Thanks to the obstinacy of the King. — 

His thin, strained face, his ready iriitation, 

Are ominous signs. He may not be for long. 
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Mulgrave 

He alters fast, indeed, — as do events. 

Malmesbury 

His labour’s lost ; and all our money gone ! 

It looks as if this doughty coalition 

On which we have lavished so much pay and pains 

Would end in wreck. 

Mulgrave 

All is not over yet ; 

The gathering Russian forces are unbroke. 
Malmesbury 

Well ; we shall see. Should Boney vanquish these, 
And silence all resistance on that side, 

His move will then be backward to Boulogne, 

And so upon us. 

Mulgrave 

Nelson to our defence*! 

Malmesbury 

Ay ; where is Nelson ? Faith, by this late time 
He may be sodden ; churned in Biscay swirls ; 

Or blown to polar bears by boreal gales ; 

Or sleeping amorously in some calm cave 
On the Canaries’ or Atlantis’ shore 
Upon the bosom of his Dido dear, 

For all that we know ! Never a sound of him 
Since passing Portland one September day — 

To make for Cadiz ; so ’twas then believed. 

Mulgrave 

He’s staunch. He’s watching, or I am much deceived, 
Mulgrave departs. Malmesbury goes within. The scene shuts. 
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SCEXE I 


OFF CAPE TRAFALGAR- 

A b’rd’s-c\e view of the sea cb^cioses itsej It is da\breal;, and the broad 
face of me ocem -s fringed on its ea'^tern edge b\ the Cape crnd t'ne Spanish 
shore. Or ire rol.Jjg surface iiiin'*.d'ateh' be"e'.'th tl^e f.\e, ranged mcie o: 
less in two paralVl hnes rur n rg north i.nd soi th, one g’’0’in C'oni tne twain 
standing oft so’ncw’.hat, are the \essC's of the corab ned Trench t iid Sparn.sr 
iCs who.se cainases, as the sun edges upward shine in its ra^'s I'ke satin. 
O’T t!ie western horizon two ro'unins sb appear >n fu’l sail, snia'I a^- 
moth.': to tne aei al \ sio’- They are bea'ing down towpic'-^ the combined 
squa.di'ons 

Rkcoruixg Angel I (intoning from liis book} 

A/ /m/ Vdlencuve acceph ihe sea and fatc^ 

Despite ihe Cadis; coini^tl called of lale^ 

Whereat Jus stoniest captains — men ihe first 
To do all mo7-laIs durst — 

ZVilhng to saz7^ and /deed, and bear ihe 'uwrst. 

Short of cold suicide, did yet opine 
That plunging vud tJiose teeth of treble line 
In jazL’s of oaJeen zoood 
Held open by the English ziavarchy 
With suasive breadth and artful modesty. 

Would smack of purfioscless foolliardihood. 

Recording Angel II 

But zjord came, writ hi mandatory mood^ 

To put from Cadis, gain Toulon, and sti'aight 
At a said sign on Italy operate. 

Moreover that Villeneuve, arrived as planned. 

Would find Rosily in supreme command . — 

Gloomy Villeneuve grows rash, and, darkly brave. 

Leaps to meet war, stoi'm. Nelson — even ihe grave. 

Semichorus I or the Years (aerial music) 

Ere ihe concussiozi hurtle, draw abreast 
Of the sea. 
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Semichorus II 

Where Nelson’s hulls are rising from t/te west^ 

Silently. 

Semichorus I 

Mach linen wing outsfread, each man anS lad 
Sworn to be 

Semichorus II 

Amid the vanmost^ or for Deafly or glad 
Victory / 

The point of sight descends till it is near the deck of the ** _Bucen ta ure. * 
the flag-ship of ViLLPiNEtjVE. Present thereon are the AdmikalT, his Flag- 
Captain Magendie, Lieutenant D a udio non, o ther naval officers and 
seamen. <*-• ■ 

Magendie 

All night we have read their signals in the air, 

Whereby the peering frigates of their van 
Have told them of our trend. 

ViLLENEUVE 

The enemy 

Makes threat as though to threw him on our stern : 

Signal the fleet to wear ; bid Gravina 
To come in from manoeuvring with his twelve, 

And range himself in line. 

Oflicers murmur. 

I say again 

Bid Gravina draw hither with his twelve, 

And signal all to wear ! — and come upon 
The larboard tack with every bow anorth ! — 

So we make Cadiz in the worst event, ^ 

And patch our rags up there. As we head now 
Our only practicable thoroughfare 
Is through Gibraltar Strait — a fatal door I 
Signal to close the line and leave no gaps. 

Remember, too, what I have already told : 

Remind them of it now. They must not pause 
For signallings from me amid a strife 
Whose chaos may prevent my clear discernment, 
j Or may forbid my signalling at all 



SCE-NE I 


P-\RT riRST 


S3 


The voice of honour then ^)£conries the chief's ; 

Listen they thereto, snd set eve**}' stitch 
To henre them on in-o the fiercest tight- 
Now 1 Will sjin up aji : heed tseh the charge : 

Each capiaix, pivriv ofiici,p. and :\rAN 

OXLY AT HIS PO-.r WHI X UXDER FIRE 
The o ' the \\hole ileot tar'' the bo\\« 'ro''! soat-i to rorth a®; 

aiiected, pmI clc^e u"'i ir two prrallol cai\e(. cch-iras, f e concA\i. i ce o 
eaca colann bc-a:g rowa'ds the e*''L’n\-. artl tho o' th'i nrist co'unw, 

bcP'.g, in "encrni, onposito me ha of the soco id 

Ax Officer (st’-aining his e\es towaids the English deet) 

How trey skip on ' Their overcrowded sails 
Bulge like hiow’n bladders in a tripeittans shop 
The market-morning tifter slaughterday I 


Petty Officlr raside) 

It's morning before slaughterday with us, 

I make so bold to bode ' 

The I'nglisti Adrniial is seen to be signalling to his fleet The sigiipl is 
‘‘Engl\nd rxri cts fvl-^y max \mi.l do iii^ duiy." A loud cheering 
from all the English ships comes undulating on the wind when the s.gii.u 
is re. d 

ViLLEXEUVE 


They aie signalling too. — ^\Vell, business soon begms I 
You will reset ve your fire. And be it known 
That wc display no admirals’ flags at all 
Until the action’s past. ‘Twill puzzle them, 

And work to our advantage when we close. — 

Yes, they are double-ranked, I think, like us ; 

But w^e shall see anon. 


M aoexdi e 

The foremost one 

Makes for the “ Santa Ana” In such case 
The “Fotigueux” might assist her. 

Villen EE VE 

Be it so — 

There’s time enough. — Our ships will be in place. 

And ready to speak back in iron words 
When theirs cry Hail ! in the same sort of voice. 

They prepare to recei\c the rorthernraos*^ column of the cnenn’s ships 
headed bv the “Victory,” tr}ing the distance by an occasional single shot 
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During their suspense a discharge is heard southward, and turning they behold 
C OLLINGWQ OD at the head of his column m the “Royal Sovereign,” just 
engaging with the Spanish “Santa Ana ” Meanwhile the “ Victory” draws 
still nearer, preserving silence with brazen sang-froid. At a concerted 
moment full broadsides are discharged into her simuUaneousiy from the 
“ Bucentaure,’* the “ Santisima Trinidad, ” and the “ Redoutable.” 

WHerr'The smoke clears the Victory's ” mizzen-topraast, with spars and 
a quantity of rigging, is seen to have fallen, her wheel to be shot away, and 
her deck encumbered with dead and wounded men. 

ViLLENEUVE 

^Tis well 1 But see ; their course is undelayed, 

And still they near in clenched audacity ! 

lUUPIGNON 

This northmost column bears upon our beam. 

Their prows will pierce us thwartwise. That’s the aim. 

Magendie 

Which aim deft Lucasj)’ the Redoutable ” 

Most gallantly bestirs him to outscheme. — 

See, how he strains, that on his timbers fall 
Blows that were destined for his Admiral 1 

During this the French ship “ Redoutable ” is moving forward to interpose 
Itself between the approaching “Victory” and the “ Bucentaure.” 

ViLLENEUVE 

Now comes it ! The “ Santfsima Trinidad,” 

The old “ Redoutable’s ” hard sides, and ours, 

Will take the touse of this bombastic blow. 

Your grapnels and your boarding-hatchets — ready I 
We’ll dash our eagle on the English deck, 

And swear to fetch it ! 


Crew 

Aye ! We swear. Huzza I 
Long live the Emperor 1 

But the “VictOity” suddenly swerves to the rear of the ‘'"Bucentaure,” 
and crossing her stern-waters, discharges a broadside into her and the 
“ Redoutable " endwise, wrapping the scene in folds of smoke. 

The point of view changes. 
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SCENE II 

THE SAME. THE QUARTER-EECK OF THE ‘‘VICTORY’' 

The van of each duision of tlie English fleet has dra\Mi to the vundward 
side of the combined fleets of the enem}', and broken their order the 
“Victory” being now parallel to and alongside the “ Redoutable,” the 
“Temeraire” taking up a station on the other side of that ship The 
“Bucentaiire” and the “ Santisima Trinidad” become jammed together a 
little way ahead. A smoke and din of cannonading prev^iil, amid which the 
studding-sail booms are shot away. 

BL.ycKwpoD, Seckctaky Scott, Lieu'ienant 
RA jC Q, Burke the Purser, Captain,^^q,UR of the Marines, and other 
“^^ers are on or near the quarter-deck. 

Nelson 

See, there, that noble fellow Collmgwood, 

How straight he helms his ship into the hre ! — 

Now you’ll haste back to yours (to Blackwood). 

— We must henceforth 
Trust to the Great Disposer of events, 

And justice of our cause ’ . . . 

[Blackwood leaves. 

The battle grows hotter. A double-headed shot cuts down seven or eigh^ 
marines on the " Victory’s " poop 

Captain Ada ir, part those marines of yours, 

Sn^TSasten to disperse them round the ship. — 

Your place is down below, Burke, not up here ; 

Ah, yes ; like David you would see the battle f 

A heavy discharge of musket-shot conies from the tops of the ‘ ‘ Santi'sima 
Tnmdad ” Adair and Pasco fall. Another swathe of marines is mowed 
down by cham-shot. 

Scott 

!My lord, I use to you the utmost prayers 
That I have privilege to shape in words : 

Remove your stars and orders, I would beg ; 

That shot was aimed at you. 

Nelson 

They were awarded to me as an honour, 

And shall I do despite to those who prize me, 

And slight their gifts ? No, I will die wdth them, 

If die I must 

He walks up and down with Hardy, 
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Hardy 

At least let^s put you on 

Your old greatcoat, my lord — (the air is keen). — 

■Twill cover all. So while you still retain 
Your dignities, you baulk these deadly aims. 

Nelson 

Thank ’ee, good friend. But no, — I haven’t time, 

I do assure you — not a tiice to spare, 

As you well see. 

A few minutes later .S cott falls dead, a bullet having pierced his skull 
Immediately after a shot passes between the Admiral and the Captain, 
tearing the instep of Hardy’s shoe, and striking away the buckle They 
shake off the dust and splinters it has scattered over them Nelson glances 
round, and perceives what has happened to his secretary 

Nelson 

Poor Scott, too, carried off! Warm work this, Plardy ; 
Too warm to go on long. 

Hardy 

I think so, too ; 

Their lower ports are blocked against our hull, 

And our charge now is less. Each knock so near 
Sets their old wood on fire. 

Nelson 

Ay, rotten as peat. 

What’s that ? I think she has struck, or pretty nigh ! 

A cracking of musketry. 

Hardy 

Not yet. — -Those small-arm men there, in her tops, 

Thin our crew fearfully. Now, too, our guns 
Have to be dipped full down, or they would rake 
The “Tdmdi'aire” there on the other side. 

Nelson 

True,^ — While you deal good measure out to these. 

Keep slapping at those giants over here — 

The “Trinidad,” I mean, and the “ Bucentaure,” 

To win’ard — swelling up so pompously. 
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Hardy 

Pll see no slackness shall be shown that way. 

They part and go in Lhcir lespoctivv diiootions Onnueis, miked to llu* 
waist and leeknig wnh swent, me now m swiit .iction on the scweial decks, 
and firemen cany buckets of water liitlier and thither. The killed and 
wounded thicken aiound, and are being lifted and examined by the suigcons. 
Nelson and Harpy nu'ct again. 

XEI.bON 

Bid still the fnemcn biing more bucketfuls, 

And dash the water into each new hole 
Our guns hate gouged in the “ Rcdoutable," 

Or w^e shall all be set ablaze together. 

Hardy 

Let me once more adtise, entreat, my lord, 

That you do not expose yourself so clearly. 

Those fellows in the mizzen-top up there 
Are peppering lound you quite perceptibly. 

Nelson 

Now, Plardy, don’t offend me. They can’t aim; 

They only set their own icnt sails on fire. — 

But if they could, I would not hide a button 
To save ten lives hkc mine. I have no cause 
To prize it, 1 assuic ’ee. - Ah, look there, 

One of the w'oincu hit,- - and badly, loo. 

Poor wench ! Let some one shift her quickly down 

Hardy 

My lord, each humblest sojourner on the seas, 
Dock-labouier, lame longshore-man, bowed baigce, 

Sees it as policy to shield his life 

For those dependent on him. Much more, then. 

Should one upon whose priceless presence here 
Such issues hang, so many strivers lean, 

Use average circumspection at an hour 
So critical for us all. 

Nkt.son 

Ay, ay. Yes, yes ; 

I know your meaning, Hardy ; and I know 
That you disguise as frigid policy 
What really is your honest love of me. 
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But, faith, I have had my day. My work’s nigh done ; 

I serve all interests best by chancing it 

Here with the commonest, — Ah, their heavy guns 

Are silenced every one ! Thank God for that. 

Hardy 

’Tis so. They only use their small arms now. 

He goes to larboard to see what is ^progressing on that side between his 
ship and the “Santfsima Trinidad.” 

Officer (to a seaman) 

Swab down these stairs. The mess of blood about 
Makes ’em so slippery that one’s like to fall 
In carrying the wounded men below. 

While Captain Hardy is still a little way off, Lord Nelson turns to 
walk aft, when a ball from one of the muskets in the mizzen-top of the 
‘ ‘ Redoutable ” enters his left shoulder. He falls upon his face on the deck 
Hardy looks round, and sees what has happened. 

Hardy (hastily) 

Ah — what I feared, and strove to hide I feared ! . * . 

He goes towards Nelson, who in the meantime has been lifted 
SERGEANT-^tAJOR Skcker and two seamen. 

Nelson 

Hardy, I think they’ve done for me at last 1 
Hardy 

I hope not I 

Nelson 

Yes. My backbone is shot through, 

I have not long to live. 

The men proceed to carry him below. 

Those tiller ropes 

They’ve torn away, get instantly repaired I 
At sight, of hmi borne along wounded there is great agitation among the 
crew. 

Cover my face. There will no good be done 
By drawing their attention off to me. 

Bear me along, good fellows ; I am but one 
Among the many darkened here to day ! 

He is earned on to the cockpit over the crowd of dead and wounded* 

(To the Chaplain) 

Doctor, I’m gone. I am waste o* time to you. 
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Hardy (remaining behind) 

Hills, go lo Colhngwood and let him know 
That wcVe no Admiral heie. 

1 Ic passes on. 

A LiKLn'KNANT 

Now quick and pick him off who did the deed — 

That white-bloused man there in the mizzen-top. 

POTJ.ARD, a midshipman (shooting) 

No sooner said than done. A pretty aim 1 
I'he Fi enchman falls dead upon the poop 
The spectacle seems now to become enveloped in smoke, and the point oi 
view changes 


SCENE III 

THK SAME. ON BOARD THE “ BUCENI'AURE ” 

The bowsprit of the Fiench Admiral's ship is stuck fast m the steni- 
galleiy of tlu' “ S.intfsmia 'I’lmidad,” the stai board side of tho “ Bucontauie *' 
beim; sh.ilteiod by shots fioin two English thiee-deckeis which aie pounding 
hei on that hand 'I he poo]^ is also 1 educed to rum by two othci English 
shijis that nu‘ attneking Ikt lioin behind 

On liie (juaitei-deek Ai)%tiK\L ViiXKNKUVic, the Fiag-Captain 
ArA(;KM)iK, lAi'Urr.N \N I's Daudignon, Foimcnilu, and otheis, anxiously 
oecu[)u'd The whoh' enwv is in dc'qierate action of battle and stumbling 
among the dead luul dying, who have fallen loo lapidly lo be earned below. 

Vir.LENEUVE 

Wc sliall be nushed if matters g*o on thus. — 

Direc't the ‘‘Trinidad” to let her diive, 

That this foul tangle may be loosened clear ! 

Daudignon 

It has been tried, sir ; but she cannot move. 

ViLT.ENEUVi: 

Then signal to the “ I-Iero” that she strive 
Once more lo drop this way. 

Magendie 

We may make signs, 

But in the thickened air what signal’s marked — 

^Tis done, how^ever. 
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ViLLENEUVE 

The ‘‘ Redoutable 

And “ Victory there, — they grip in dying throes I 
Something’s amiss on board the English ship. 

Surely the Admiral’s fallen ? 

A Petty Officer 

Sir, they say 

That he was shot some hour, or half, ago. — 

With dandyism raised to godhke pitch 
Pie stalked the deck in all hi^ jewellery, 

And so was hit, 

Magendie 

Then Fortune shows her face ! 

We have scotched England in dispatching him. 

(He watches.) 

Yes ! He commands no more ; and Lucas, joying. 

Has taken steps to board. Look, spars are laid, 

And his best men are mounting at his heels. 

A crash is heard. 

V1I.LENEUVE 

Ah, God — he is too late ! Whence came that hurl 
Of heavy grape ? The smoke prevents my seeing 
But at brief whiles. — The boarding band has fallen, 

P'allcn almost to a man, — ^’Twas well assayed ! 

Magendie 

That’s from their T(5meraire,” whose vicious broadside 
Has cleared poor Lucas’ decks. 

ViLLENEUVE 

And Lucas, loo, 

I see him no more there. His red planks show 
Three hundred dead if one. Now for ourselves ! 

Four of the English three-deckers have gi'adually closed round the 
Bucentaure, " whose bowsprit still sticks fast in the gallery of the ‘ ' Santisinia 
Trinidad." A broadside comes from one of the English^ resulting ut worse 
havoc on the Bucentaure " The mam and mizzen masts of the latter fall, 
and the boats are beaten to pieces. A raking fire of musketry follows from 
the attacking ships, to which the “Bucentaure" heroically continues still to 
keep up a reply. 

£:aptain Magendie falls wounded. His place is taken by Lieutenant 
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ViLLKNEUVE 

Now that the fume has lessened, code my biddance 
Upon our only mast, and tell the van 
At once to wear, and come into the fire. 

(Abide) If it Idc true that, as he sneers, success 
Demands of me but cool audacity, 

To-day shall leave him nothing to desire ! 

Musketry contimu's Dvudk.non falls. lie is lemovcd, his post being 
xiiken by Lijkutknam r I'ournikk Anothei ci.ish comes, and the deck is 
suddenly dnHihibered with rigging. 

Fournier 

There goes our foremast ! How for signalling now ? 
ViLLENEUVE 

To tx'y that longer, Fournier, is in vain 
Upon this haggard, scorched, and ravaged hulk, 

Her decks all reeking with such gory shows, 

Her slai board side in rents, her stern nigh gone! 

How does she keep afloat ? — 

Bucentanre,” O unlucky good old ship I 
My })arL in you is played. Ay- - I must go ; 

I must tempt f'ale clsewheie, — if hut a boat 
Can bear me through this wreckage to the van. 


Fournier 

Our boats arc stove in, or as full of holes 
As the cotilvS skimmer, from their cursed balls ! 

Musketry. Viuj-'-nmjvk's 1 Io.ul-of-Staff, me Prjgny, fiills wounded, 
and numy nddiliontil men Vili.kni-.uvk glances troublously from ship to 
ship of his fleet. 

Vn.LlCNKUVE 


How hideous are the waves, so pure this dawn ! — 
Red-frothed ; and friends and foes all mixed therein. — 
Can we in some way hail the “Trinidad” 

And get a boat from her ? 


They attempt to attract the attention of the “Santfsima Trmidad*' by 


shouting. 


Impossible ; 


Amid the loud combustion of this strife 


AS well try holloing to the antipodes I . . . 
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So here I am. The bliss of Nelson’s end 
Will not be mine ; his full refulgent eve 
Becomes my midnight ! Well ; the fleets shall see 
That I can yield my cause with dignity. 

The Bucentaure” strikes her flag. 

A boat then puts off from, the English ship ‘ ‘ ConftUOiO®/’ and V?lleneuve, 
having surrendered his sword, is taken out from the “ Bucentaure. ” But 
being unable to regain her own ship, the boat is picked up by the “ Mars/' 
and the French Admiral is received aboard her. 

The point of view changes. 


SCENE IV 

THE SAME. THE COCKPIT OF THE VICTORY’’ 

A dm of trampling and dragging overhead, uhich is accompanied by a 
continuous ground-bass roar from the guns of the w^rnng fleets, culminating 
at times in loud concussions. The wounded are lying around in rows for 
treatment, some groaning, some silently dying, some dead. The gloomy 
atmosphere of the low-beamed deck is pervaded by a thick haze of smoke, 
powdered wood, and other dust, and is heavy with the fumes of gunpow'der 
and candle-grease, the odour of drugs and cordials, and the smell from 
abdominal wounds. 

Nelson, his face now pinched and wan with suffering, is lying undressed 
in a midshipman’s berth, dimly lit by a lantern. Dr. Beatty, Dr^MAm^ATH, 

t he Rev. D r^^CQXT the Chaplain, BuRKE t he P'mrserT'fHe* Stewed, and' “a" 

few others stand around. — — . 

Magrath (in a low voice) 

Poor Ram, and poor Tom Whipple, have just gone* 

Beatty 

There was no hope for them. 

Nelson (brokenly) 

Who have just died ? 

Beatty 

Two who were badly hit by now, my lord; 

Lieutenant Ram and Mr. Whipple. 

Nelson 

So many lives — in such a glorious cause. . , « 

I join them soon, soon, soon I — O where is Hardy ? 
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Will nobody bring Hardy to me — none ? 

He must be killed, too. Surely Haidy’s dead? 

A jMtdshipman 

He’s coming soon, my lord. The constant call 
On his full heed of this most mortal fight 
Keeps him from hastening- hither as he would. 

Nelson 

I’ll wait, I’ll wait I should have thought of it. 
Presently PIardy comes down. Nelson and he giasp hands 
Hardy, how goes the day with us and England ? 

FIardy 

Well ; very well, thank God for’t, my dear lord. 
Villeneuve their Admiral has this moment struck, 
And put himself aboard the “ Conqueror.” 

Some fourteen of their first-rates, oi about, 

Thus far we’ve got. The said “Bucentaure” chief; 
llic “ Santa Ana,” the ‘‘ Redoutable,” 

The Fougueux,” tlie Santfsima Tiinidad,” 

San Augustino,” “San Franci.sco,” “Aiglc” ; 

And our old “ Swiftsure,” too, we’ve grappled back, 
To evexy seaman’s joy. But now their van 
Has tacked to bear round on the “Victory” 

And crush her by sheer weight of wood and brass : 
I'hrce of our best I am therefore calling up. 

And make no doubt of worsting theirs, and France. 

Nl< LSON 

That’s well. I swore for twenty. — But it’s well. 
Hardy 

We’ll have ’em yet ’ But without you, my loi*d, 

Wc have to make slow plodding do the deeds 
That sprung by inspiration ere you fell ; 

And on this ship the more paiticularly. 

NEL.SON 

No, Hardy. — Ever ’twas your settled fault 
So modestly to whittle down your worth. 
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But I saw stuff in you which admirals need 
When,- taking thought, I chose the “ Victory’s keel 
To do my business with these braggarts in. 

A business finished now, for me 1 — Good friend, 

Slow shades are creeping on me. ... I scarce see you. 

Hardy 

The smoke from ships upon our win’ard side, 

And the dust raised by their worm-eaten hulks, 

When our balls touch ’em, blind the eyes, in truth. 

Nelson 

No ; it is not that dust ; ’tis dust of death 
That darkens me. 

A shock overhead. Hardy goes up. One or two other officers go up 
and by and by return. 

What was that extra noise ? 

Officer 

The “Formidable” passed us by, my lord, 

And thumped a stunning broadside into us. — 

But, on their side, the “ Hero’s ” captain’s fallen 5 
The Algeciras ” has been boarded, too, 

By Captain Tyler, and the captain shot : 

Admiral Gravina desperately holds out ; 

They say he’s lost an arm. 

Nelson 

And we ourselves — 

Who have we lost on board here ? Nay, but tell me I 
Beatty 

Besides poor Scott, my lord, and Charles Adah\ 
Lieutenant Ram, and Whipple, captain’s clerk, 

There’s Smith, and Palmer, midshipmen, just killed, 

And fifty odd of seamen and marines. 

Nelson 

Poor youngsters ! Scarred old Nelson joins you soon. 
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Beatty 

And wounded : Bligh, lieutenant ; Pasco, too, 

And Reeves, and Peake, lieutenants of marines, 

And Rivers, Westphall, Bulkeley, midshipmen, 

With, of the crew, a hundred odd just now, 

Unreckoning those late fallen not l3i ought below. 

Burke 

That fellow in the mizzen-top, my lord, 

Who made it his affair to wing you thus, 

We took good care to settle ; and he fell 

Like an old rook, smack from his perch, stone dead. 

Nelson 

^Twas not worth while I — He was, no doubt, a man 
Wlio in simplicity and sheer good faith 
Strove but to serve his country. Rest be to him 1 
And may his wife, his friends, his little ones, 

If such he had, be tided through their loss. 

And soothed amid the sorrow brought by me. 

Hakoy re-enters. 

Who’s that ? Ah — here you come ! How, I-Iardy, now ? 
* Hardy 

The Spanish Admiral’s rumoured to be wounded, 

We know not with what truth. But, be as ’twill, 

He sheers away with all he could call round, 

And some few frigates, straight to Cadiz port. 

A violent explosion is heard above the confused noises on deck. A mid 
shipmari goes above n lul returns. 

Midshipman (m the background) 

It is the enemy’s first-rate, the iLAfihille,” 

Blown to a thousand atoms I — While on fire. 

Before she burst, the captain’s woman there, 

Desperate for life, climbed from the gunroom port 
Upon the rudder-chains ; stripped herself stark, 

And swam for the Pickle’s boat. Our men m charge, 
Seeing her great breasts bulging on the brine, 

Sang out, *‘A mermaid ’tis, by God I” — then rowed 
And hauled her in — 
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Burke 

Such unbid sights obtrude 

On death’s dyed stage 1 

Midshipman 

Meantime the “ Achille ” fought on, 

Even while the ship was blazing, knowing well 
The fire must reach their powder ; which it did. 

The spot is covered now with floating men, 

Some whole, the main in parts ; arms, legs, trunks, heads. 
Bobbing with tons of timber on the waves, 

And splinters looped with entrails of the crew. 

Nelson (arousing) 

Our course will be to anchor. Let them know. 

Hardy 

But let me ask, my lord, as needs I must, 

Seeing your state, and that our work’s not done, 

Shall I, from you, bid Admiral Colling wood 
Take full on him the conduct of afl?a.irs ? 

Nelson (trying to raise himself) 

Not while I live, I hope 1 No, Hardy ; no. 

Give Collingwood my order. Anchor all ! 

Hardy (hesitating) 

You mean the signal’s to be made forthwith ? 

Nelson 

I do I — By God, if but our carpenter 
Could rig me up a jury-backbone now, 

To last one hour — until the battle’s done, 

I’d see to it I But here I am — stove in — 

Broken — all logged and done for ! Done, ay done 2 

Beatty (returning from the other wounded) 

My lord, I must implore you to lie calm ! 

You shorten what at best may not be long. 
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Nelson (exhausted) 

1 know, I know, good Realty » Thank you well 
Hardy, I was impatient. Now I am still. 

Sit here a moment, if you have time to spare ? 

Bkai rv nnd the oLIum-'i letire, niid the two .'ibicle in silence, except for the 
tranilding oveilK^ul .n\rl the moans flora adjoining berths. Nelson is 
apparently m less pain, sceinmg to do/e. 

NFJ.SON (suddenly) 

What are you thinking, that you speak no word ? 

IIalj^Y (waking- from a short reverie) 

Thoughts all confused, my lord . — their needs on deck, 
Your own sad state, and your unrivalled past ; 
j\Iixed up with dashes of old things afar — 

Old childish things at home, down Wessex way. 

In the snug \illage under Rlackdon Hill 

Whcic I was ])orn. 'llie tumbling stream, the garden, 

The placid look of tlic grey dial there, 

Marking unconsciously this bloody hour, 

And the ted apples on my father’s trees, 

Just now full ripe. 

Net .SON 

Ay, thus do little things 
Steal into my mind, too. Rut ah, my heart 
Knows not your (‘aim philosophy I — There’s one — 

Come nearer to me. Hardy. — One of all, 

As you w'cll guess, p<Tvades my memory now ; 

She, and my daughter ~I speak freely to you. 

’Twas good I made that codicil this morning 
That you and Rlackwoocl witnessed. Now she I'ests 
Safe on the nation’s honour. . . . Ret her have 
My hair, and the small treasured things I owned, 

And take care of her, as you care for me ! 

IHkdy promises. 

Nkt.sON (resuming in a munmir) 

Does love die with our frame’s decease, I wonder. 

Or does it live on ever ? . , . 

A silence. T5 eatty reapproaches. 
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Hardy 

Now Pll leave. 

See if your order’s gone, and then return. 

Nelson (symptoms of death beginning to change his face) 

Yes, Hardy ; yes ; I know it. You must go. — 

Here we shall meet no more ; since Heaven forfend 
That care for me should keep you idle now, 

When all the ship demands you. Beatty, too, 

Go to the others who lie bleeding there ; 

Them you can aid. Me you can render none ! 

My time here is the briefest. — If I live 
But long enough Fll anchor. . . . But — too late — - 
My anchoring’s elsewhere ordered ! . . . Kiss me, Hardy *. 
Hardy bends over him. 

I’m satisfied. Thank God, I have done my duty 1 

Hardy brushes his eyes with his hand, and withdraws to go above 
pausing to look back before he finally disappears. 

Beatty (watching Nelson) 

Ah ! — Hush around ! . . , 

He’s sinking. It is but a trifle now 
Of minutes with him. Stand you, please, aside, 

And give him air. 

Beatiy, the Chaplain, Magrath, the Steward, and attendants continue 
to regard Nelson, Beatty looks at his watch. 

Beatty 

Two hours and fifty minutes since he fell, 

And now he’s going. 

They wait. Nei.son dies. 

Chaplain 

Yes. . . . He has homed to where 

There’s no more sea. 

Beatty 

We’ll let the Captain know, 

Who will confer with Collingwood at once. 

I must now turn to these. 

He goes to another part of the cockpit, a midshipman ascends to the deck, 
and the scene overclouds. 
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Chorus of the Pities (aerial music) 

H/s thread was cut too slowly ! When he fell^ 

And hade Jil<; fame farewell^ 

lie might have passed^ and sJni7i7icd his long-drawn paiiis 
Idyidurcd in vain^ in vain ^ 

Spirit of the Years 
Young Spirits^ be not critical of That 
Which was bcfoi'e^ and shall be after you I 

Spirit of the Pities 
But out of time the Mode and nieritless 
That quickens sense in shapes whoiii^ thou hast said^ 
Necesdtation sways / A life there was 
Among these selfsame frail ones — Sophocles — 

Who visioned it too clea,rly^ even the while 
He dubbed the Will the gods! Truly said he^ 

“ Such gross injustice to their 0W7i creation 
Burdens the time with nwurnfulness for us^ 

And for themselves with shaniel ^ — Things mechanised 
By Loih and pii>ot$ set to foreframed codes 
Would^ in a fhoi'ough-sphei'ed melodic rule^ 

And governance of sweet consistency^ 

Be ceased no pain^ whose Inmnings would abide 
With That Which holds responsibility^ 

Or mexist. 

Chorus of the Phtes (aerial music) 

Yea, yea, yea / 

Thus would the Mo%ier pay 
The score each puppet owes. 

The Reaper reap what his contrivance sows f 
Why make Life debtor when it did not buy t 
Why wound so keeiily Right theU it would die ? 

Spirit of the Years 

Hay, Maine not I For what judgment can ye blame ? — 
Jn that immense unweeting Mind is shown 
One far above foretkinking; prdcessive^ 

Rapt, superconscious j a Clairvoyancy 

That knows not what It knows, yet works therewith , — 

1 Soph. Trach, 1266-72. 
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The cognizance ye mourn^ Lifers doom io feei, 

If I report it meetly^ came unmeant^ 

Emerging with blind gropes fro7n ij 7 ipc?ripie?ice 
By listless sequence — luckless^ tf'agic Chance^ 

In your more himian to72gue. 

Spirit of the Pities 

A^rd he^ice tifineeded 

In the economy of Vitality, 

Which might have ever kept a sealed cognition 
As doth the Will Itself 

Chorus of the Years (aerial music) 

Nay, nay, nay ; 

Your hasty jtidgments stay. 

Until the topmost cyme 
Have crowned the last e7ttablatMre of Tme. 

O heap not bla77te on that in-brooding Will; 

O pause, till all things all their days fulfill 


SCENE V 

LONDON* THE GUILDHALL 

A crowd of citizens has gathered outside to watch the carriages as they 
drive up and deposit guests invited to the Lord Mayor’s banquet, for which 
event the Hall is brilliantly lit within. A cheer rises when the equipage of 
any popular personage arrives at the door. 

First Citizen 

Well, well ! Nelson is the man who ought to have been 
banqueted to-night But he is coming to Town in a coach 
dilferent from these ! 

Second Citizen 

Will they bring his poor splintered body home ? 

First Citizen 

Yes. They say he’s to be tombed in marble, at St, Paul’s or 
Westminster; We shall see him if he lays in state* It will 
make a patriotic spectacle for a fine day. 
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Boy 

How can you see a dead man, father, after so long ? 

First Citizen 

They’ll embalm him, my boy, as they did all the great 
Egyptian admuals. 

Boy 

His lady will be handy for that, won’t she? 

First Citizen 

Don’t ye ask awkward questions. 

Second Citizen 

Here’s another coming ! 

First Citizen 

That’s my Lord Chancellor Eldon. YVot hed^ say, and wot 
he’ll look ' — Mr. Pitt will be here soon 

Boy 

I don’t like Billy, tie killed Uncle John’s parrot. 

Second Citizen 

How may ye make that out, youngster ? 

Boy 

Mr. Pitt made the wai, and the war made us want sailors ; 
and Uncle John went for a walk down Wapping High Street to 
talk to the pretty ladies one evening ; and there was a press 
all along the river that night — a regular hot one — and Uncle 
John was carried on board a man-of-war to fight under Nelson ; 
and nobody minded Uncle John’s parrot, and it talked itself to 
death. So Mr. Put killed Uncle John’s pan-ot ; sec it, sir? 

Second Citizen 

You had better have a care of this boy, friend. His brain is 
too precious for the common risks of Cheapside. Not but what 
he might as well have said Boney killed the parrot when he was 
about it. And as for Nelson— who’s now sailing shinier seas 
than ours, if they’ve rubbed Her off his slate where he's gone to, 
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— the French papers say that our loss in him is greater than our 
gain in ships ; so that logically the victory is theirs. Gad, sir, 
it’s almost true ! 

A hurrahing is heard from Cheapside, and the crowd in that direction 
begins to hustle and show excitement. 

First Citizen 

He’s coming, he’s coming ! Here, let me lift you up, my ^^oy. 
— Why, they have taken out the horses, as I am man alive ! 

Second Citizen 

Pitt for ever 1 — ^Why, here’s a blade opening and shutting his 
mouth like the rest, but never a sound does he raise 1 

Third Citizen 

Pve not too much breath to carry me through my day’s work, 
so I can’t afford to waste it in such luxuries as crying liurrah to 
aristocrats. If ye was ten yards off y’d think I was shouting as 
loud as any. 

Second Citizen 

It’s a very mean practice of ye to husband yourself at such a 
time, and gape in dumbshow like a frog in Plaistow Marshes. 

Third Citizen 

No, sir ; it’s economy ; a very necessary instinct in these days 
of ghastly taxations to pay half the armies in Europe 1 In short, 
in the words of the Ancients, it is scarcely compass-mentas to do 
otherwise ! Somebody must save something, or the country will 
be as bankrupt as Mr, Pitt himself is, by all account ; though he 
don’t look it just now. 

Prrrj coach passes, drawn by a troop of running men and boys. The 
Prime itfinister i s seen within, a thin, erect, up-nosed figure, with a flush of 
excitement on his usually pale face. The vehicle reaches the doorway to the 
Guildhall and halts with a jolt. Pitt gets out shakily, and annd cheers 
enters the building. 

Fourth Citizen 

Quite a triumphal entry. Such is power ; 

Now worshipped, now accursed I The overthrow 
Of all Pitt’s European policy 
When his hired army and his chosen general 
Surrendered them at Ulm a month ago, 

Is now forgotten I Ay ; this Trafalgar 
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Will botch up many a ragged old lepute. 

Make Nelson figure as domestic saint 
No less than country’s saviour, Pitt exalt 
As zcnith-star of England’s firmament, 

And uncurse all the bogglers of her weal 
At this adventurous tune. 

Third Chizen' 

Talk of Pitt being ill. Pie looks hearty as a buck. 

First Citizen 

It’s the news — no more, flis spirits are up like a rocket for 
the moment. 

Boy 

Is it because Trafalgar is near Portingal that he loves Port 
wine ? 

Second Citizen 

Ah, as I said, friend ; this boy must go home and be care- 
fully put to bed ! 

First Citizen 

Well, whatever William’s faults, it is a triumph for his virtues 
to-night ’ 

Pri’T liaving disappeared, the Guildhall doors aic dosed, and the ciowd 
slowly disperses, till in the course of an hour the sheet shows itself empty 
and daik, only a few cmI lamps burning. 

The Scene Opens, revealing the niteuor of the Gujldhall, and the 
brilliant assembly of City magnates, Lords, and Ministers seated there, Mr. 
Pitt occupying a cliair of hor.our by the Lord Mayor. His health has been 
proposed as th.it of the Saviour of England, and drunk with acclamations. 

Pitt (standing up after repeated calls) 

My lords and gentlemen . — You have toasted me 
As one who has saved England and her cause. 

I thank you, gentlemen, unfeignedly. 

But — no man has saved England, let me say : 

England has saved herself, by her exertions : 

She will, I tiust, save Europe by her example ! 

Loud applause, during which he sits down, rises, and sits down again. 
The scene then shuts, and the night without has place 
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Spirit of the Years 

Those words of this man Pitt — his last large words ^ 
AsJljiiaxfrophesy — that ring B-mgliF 
In their first fmntage to the feasters here, 

Will spread with ageings lodge, and crystallise, 

And stand embedded in the English tongue 
Till it grow thhi, outworn, arid cease to be , — 

So isH ordained by That Which all ordains/ 

For words were nev^r winged with after grace. 

Or blent with happier choice of time and place, 

1 'o hold the imagination of this strenuous race. 


SCENE VII 

AN INN AT RENNES 

Night. A sleeping-chamber. Two candles are burning near a bed in an 
alcove, and writing-materials are on the table. 

The French admiral, V^^-leneuve, partly undressed, is pacing up and 
down the room. “ 

ViLLENEUVE 

These hauntings have at last nigh proved to me 

That this thing must be done. Illustrious foe 

And teacher, Nelson : blest and over blest 

In thy outgoing at the noon of strife 

When glory clasped thee round ; while wayward Death 

Refused my coaxings for the like-timed cal! i 

Yet I did press where thickest missiles fell, 

And both by precept and example sliowed 
Where lay the line of duty, patriotism, 

And honour, in that combat of despair. 

He sees himself in the glass as he passes. 

Unfortunate Villeneuve ! — whom fate has marked 
To suffer for too firm a faithfulness. — 

An Emperor’s chide is a command to die. — 

By him accursed, forsaken by my friend, 

Awhile stern England’s prisoner, then unloosed 
Like some poor dolt un worth captivity, 

Time serves me now for ceasing. Why not cease ? . . . 
When, as Shades whisper in the chasmal night, 

I This scene is a little antedated, to include it in the Act to which it e-ssentially 
belongs. 
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“ Better, far better, no percipience here/' — 

O happy lack, that I should have no child 
To come into my hideous heritage, 

And groan beneath the burden of my name ! ^ 

Spirit of the Years 

77/ speak. His mood is ripe for such a paj'Ie, 

(Sending a voice into Villeneuve’s ear.) 

Thou dost divine the hour/ 

ViLLENEUVE 

But those stern Nays, 

That heretofore v ere audible to me 
At each unhappy lime I strove to pass ? 

Spirit of the Years 

Have been annulled. The Will grants exit freely ; 

Yea^ It says “ Now.^^ The7‘efore 7}iake 7iovj thy time. 

Spirit of the Pities 

May his sad sunken soul mc7ge iiifo it ought 
Meekly and gently as a breeze at eve/ 

VILT.ENEUVE 

From skies above me and the air around 
Those callings which so long have circled me 
At last do whisper “ Now.” Now it shall be ! 

He seals a letter, and addi esses it to his wife ; then takes a dagger from 
hihj accoutrements that are hanging alongside, and, lying down upon his back 
on the bed, stabs himself determinedly in many places, leaving the weapon 
in the last wound. 

Ungrateful master ; generous foes ; Farewell ! 

ViLLENEUVE dies ; and the scene darkens. 

1 “Quel bonheurque je n’aie aucun enfant pour recueilHrmon horrible heritage et 
qui soit charge du poids de mon nom ! ’’—(Extract from the poignant letter to his wife 
written on this night. — See Lanfrey iii. 374.) 
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SCENE VII 

KING GEORGE’S WATERING-PLACE, SOUTH WESSEX 

The interior of the “Old Rooms" Inn. Boatmen and burghers are 
sitting on settles round the fire, smoking and drinking. 

First Burgher 

So they’ve brought him home at last, hey ? And he’s to be 
solemnized with a roaring funeral ? 

First Boatman 

Yes, thank God. . . . ’Tis better to lie dry than wet, if canst 
do it without stinking on the road gravewards. And they took 
care that he shouldn’t. 

Second Boatman 

’Tis to be at Paul’s ; so they say that know And the crew 
of the “ Victory ” have to walk in front, and Captain Hardy is to 
carry his stars and garters on a great velvet pincushion. 

First Burgher 

Where’s the Captain now ? 

Second Boatman (nodding in the direction of 
Captain Plardy’s house) 

Down at home here biding with his own folk a bit. I zid 
en walking with them on the Esplanade yesterday. He looks 
ten years older than he did when he went. Ay — he brought the 
galliant hero home ! 

Second Burgher 

Now how did they bring him home so that he could lie in 
state afterwards to the naked eye 1 

First Boatman 

Well, as they always do, — in a cask of sperrits. 

Second Burgher 

Really, now ! 

First Boatman (lowering his voice) 

But what happened was this. They were a long time coming, 
owing to contrary winds, and the “Victory” being little more 
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than a wreck. And grog ran short, because they’d used near 
all they had to peckle his body in. So — they broached the 
Adm’l ! 

Second Burgher 

How ? 

First Boatman 

Well ; the plain calendar of it is, that when he came to be 
unhooped, it was found that the crew had drunk him dry. 
What was the men to do? Bioke down by the battle, and 
hardly able to keep afloat, ’twas a most dcfendable thing, and it 
fairly saved their lives. So he was their salvation after death as 
he had been in the fight. If he could have knowed it, ’twould 
have pleased him down to the ground 1 How ’a would have laughed 
through the spigot-hole ■ “ Draw on, my hearties ' Better I 
shrivel than you famish.” Ha-ha ! 

Second Burgher 

It may be defendable afloat ; but it seems queer ashore. 

First Boatman 

Well, that’s as I had it from one that knows — Bob Loveday 
of Overcombe — one of the ‘‘Victory” men that’s going to walk 
in the funeral However, let’s touch a livelier string. Peter 
Green, strike up that new ballet that they’ve lately had prented 
here, and were hawking about lovn last maiket-day. 

Second Boatman 

With all my heart. Though my wyndpipe’s a bit clogged 
since the wars have made beer so mortal small ! 


SONG 

THE NIGHT OF TRAFALGAR 
I 

In the wild October night-time, when the wind raved round the 
land, 

And the Back-sea ^ met the Front-sea, and our doors were 
blocked with sand, 

1 In those days the hind*pait of the haibour adjoining this scene was so named, _ and 
at high tides the waves washed across the isthmus at a point called “The Narrows.” 
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And we heard the drub of Dead-man’s Bay, where bones of 
thousands are, 

We knew not what the day had done for us at Trafalgjir. 

(All) Had done, 

Had done, 

For us at Trafalgar ! 


II 

“Pull hard, and make the Nothe, or down we go!” one says, 
says he. 

We pulled ; and bedtime brought the storm ; but snug at home 
slept we. 

Yet all the while our gallants after fighting through the day, 

Were beating up and down the dark, sou’-west of Cadiz Bay. 

The dark, 

The dark, 

Sou’-west of Cadiz Bay ! 

III 

The victors and the vanquished then the storm it tossed and 
tore. 

As hard they strove, those worn-out men, upon that surly shore ; 
Dead Nelson and his half-dead crew, his foes from near and far, 
Were rolled together on the deep that night at Trafalgar I 
The deep 
The deep, 

That night at Trafalgar ! 

The Cloud -curtain draws. 

Chorus of the Years (aerial music) 

MeaivwJiile the 7Jionth knaves 07 i to counter-deeds 
Vast as the vamest needs, 

And fiercely the predestined plot proceeds. 
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SCENE I 

THE FIELD OF AUSTERLITZ.^^ THE FRENCH POSITION 

The night is the ist of December following, and the e\e of the battle The 
view is from the elevated position of the Emperor’s bivouac The air cuts 
keen and the sky glistens with stars, but the lower levels are covered wnth a 
white fog stretching like a sea, from w'hich the heights protrude as dusky rocks 
To the left are discernible high and wooded hills In the front mid- 
distance the plateau of Piatzen oiitstaiids, declining suddenly on the right to 
a low flat country covered with marshes and pools now mostly obscured 
On the plateau itself are seen innumerable and v aiding lights, marking the 
bivouac of the centie divisions of the Austro- Russ j an army Close to the 
foreground the fires of the French are burning, surrounded by soldiery The 
invisible presence of the countless thousands of massed humanity that 
compose the two aimies makes itself felt indefinably 

The tent of NAPOLf.ON rises nearest at hand, with sentinel and other 
militaiy figuies looming around, and saddled horses held by attendants ^'hc 
accents of the Emperor are audible, through the canvas from inside, dictating 
a proclamation. 


Voice of Napoleon 

“ Soldiers, the hordes of Muscovy now face you, 
To mend the Austrian ovei throw at Ulm ! 

But how so ? Are not these the self-same tands 
You met and swept aside at Hollabrimn, 

And whose retreating foims, dismayed to flight, 
Your feet pursued along the trackways here ? 

Our own position, massed and menacing, 

Is rich in chance for opportune attack ; 

For, say they march to cross and turn our right — 
A course almost their need — their sti etching flank 
Will offer us, from points now prearranged 

Voice of a Marshal 

Shows it, your Majesty, the wariness 
That marks your usual far- eyed policy, 

To openly announce your tactics thus 

Some twelve hours ere their form can actualize ? 


E 



no 


THE DYNASTS 

Voice of Napoli^.on 

The zest such knowledge will impart to all 
Is worth the risk of leakages. (To Secretaiy) 

Write on. * 

(Dictation resumed) 

“ Soldiers, your sections I myself shall lead ; 

But ease your minds who would expostulate 
Against my undue rashness. If your zeal 
Sow hot confusion in the hostile files 
As your old manner is, and in our rush 
We mingle with our foes, Til use fit care. 
Nevertheless, should issues stand at pause 
But for a wink- while, that time you will eye 
Your Emperor the foremost in the shock, 

Taking his risk with every ranksman here. 

For victory, men, must be no thing surmised, 

As that which may or may not beam on us, 

Like noontide sunshine on a dubious morn ; 

It must be sure ! — The honour and the fame 
Of France’s gay and gallant infantry — 

So dear, so cherished all the Empire through — ► 

Binds us to compass it 1 

Maintain the ranks ; - 
Let none be thinned by impulse or excuse 
Of bearing back the wounded : and, in fine, 

Be every one in this conviction firm : — 

That His our sacred bond to overthrow 
These hirelings of a country not their own : 

Yea, England’s hirelings, they !— a realm stiff-steeled 
In deathless hatred of our land and lives. 

The campaign closes with this victory ; 

And we return to find our standards joined 
By vast young armies forming now in France. 
Forthwith resistless. Peace establish we, 

Worthy of you, the nation, and of me ! 

NapolAon.’’ 

(To his Marshals) 

So shall we prostrate these paid slaves of hers-— 
England’s, I mean — ^the root of all the war. 


ACT VI 



SCENE I 


FART FIRST 


111 


Voice of Murat 

The further details sent of Trafalofar 
Are not assuring 


Voice of Lax-stes 

What may the details be ? 

Voice of Napolfom (moodily) 

We learn that six-and-twenty ships of war, 

During the fight and after, struck their flags, 

And that the tigerish gale throughout the night 
Gave feaiful finish to the English rage. 

By luck their NelsoiVs gone, but gone withal 
Are twenty thousand prisoners, taken oft" 

To gnaw their finger-nails in British hulks. 

Of our vast squadrons of the summer-time 
But rags and splintered remnants now remain. — 
Thuswise Villeneuve, poor craven, quitted him ! 

Thus are my projects for the navy damned, 

And England pufted to yet more bombastry. 

— Well, well ; I canft be everywhere. No matter 5 
A victory’s brewing here as coimtei poise ! 

These water-rats may paddle in their salt slush, 

And welcome. ’Tis not long theyll have the lead. 
Ships can be wrecked by land ! 

Another Voice 

And how by land, 

Vour Majesty, if one may query such ? 

Voice of Napoleon (sardonically) 

Fll bid all states of Europe shut their ports 
To Engdand’s arrogant bottoms, slowly starve 
Her bloated revenues and monstrous trade, 

Till all her hulls lie sodden in their docks, 

And her grey island eyes in vain shall seek 
One jack of hers upon the ocean plains ’ 

Voice of Soult 

A few more master-strokes, your Majesty, 

Must be dealt hereabout to compass such 1 
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Voice of Napoi.^on 

God, yes ! — Even here Pitt’s guineas are the toes : 

’Tis all a duel ’twixt this Pitt and me ; 

And, more than Russia’s host, and Austria’s flower, 

I everywhere to-night around me feel 
As from an unseen monster haunting nigh 
His country’s hostile breath ! — But come : to choke it 
By our to-morrow’s feats, which now, in bi'ief, 

I recapitulate. — First Soult will move 
To forward the grand project of the day : 

Namely : ascend in echelon, right to front, 

With Vandamme’s men, and those of Saint Hilaire s 
Legrand’s division somewhere further back — 

Nearly whereat I place my finger here — 

To be there reinforced by tirailleurs : 

Lannes to the left here, on the Olmiitz road, 

Supported by ]\f p ra t’s whole cavalry. 

While in reserve, here, are the grenadiers 
Of Oudinot, the corps of£gxi:udotte, 

Rivaud, Drouet, and the Imperial Guard. 

Marshals’ Voices 

Even as we understood. Sire, and have ordered. 

Nought lags but day, to light our victory 1 

Voice of Napoli^on 

Now let us up and ride the bivouacs round. 

And note positions ere the soldiers sleep. 

— Omit not from to-morrow’s home dispatch 
Direction that this blow of Trafalgar 
Be hushed in all the news-sheets sold in France, 

Or, if reported, let it be portrayed 

As a rash fight whereout we came not worst, 

But were so broken by the boisterous eve 
That England claims to be the conqueror. 

There emerge from the tent NapoliJon and the Marshals, who all mount 
the horses that are led up, and proceed through the frost and rime towards 
the bivouacs. At the Emperor's approach to the nearest soldiery they 
spring up. 

Soldiers 

The Eraneror ! He’s here I The Emperor’s here 1 
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An old Grenadier (approaching Napoleon familiarly) 

We'll bring thee Russian guns and flags galore 
To celebrate thy coronation-day ’ 

They gathei into wisps the straw, hay, and other litter on which they have 
been lying, and kindling these at the dying fires, w’a^e them as torches 
This IS lepeatcd as each the is reached, till the whole French position is one 
wide illumination. 1 he most enthusiastic of the soldiers follow the Emperor 
in a throng as he progi esses, and his wheicabouts in the' vast field is denoted 
by their cries. 

Chorus of the Pities (aerial music) 

Sfrcmge suasive pull of pC 7 'S 077 aHfy I 

Chorus of Ironic Spirits 
His projects they hii, grin unsee I 

Chorus of the Pities 
Their loyal luckless hearts say blmdly — He / 

The night-shades close over. 


SCENE II 

THE SAME. THE RUSSIAN POSITION 

Midnight at the cjuaiteis of Field -M.vrsIIAT. Prince at 

Kresnowit^. . An inner ap.utnient is discovered, roughly a’dapted as a 
couiK'ii-rooin. On a tabic wntli candles is unfolded a huge map of Austcrlit^: 
and Its environs 

The Cieneials are assembled in consultation round the table, Weirotuer 
pointing to the map, Langeron, Buxiiovden, and MiloradovicAj 'Standing 
by, DoiarjOROF bending over the map, Prsciifbiszewskv ^ indifferently 
walking up and down KUTUZor, old and w'eary, with a scarred face and 
only one eye, is seated m a chair at the head of the table, nodding, waking, 
and nodding again. Some officers of lower grade are in the background, and 
horses in waiting are heard hoofing and champing outside 

WElRoriiER speaks, referring to memoranda, snuffing the nearest candle, 
and moving it from place to place on the map as he pioceeds 
importantly. 


Weirother 

Now here, our right, along the Olmutz Road 
Will march and oust our counterfacers there, 

Dislodge them from the Sainton Hill, and thence 
Advance direct to Brunn. — You heed me, sirs ? — « 

1 This General’s name should, it is said, be pronounced in thiee sjdlables, neaily 
PRESII-EV’-SKY, 
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The cavalry will occupy the plain : 

Our centre and main strength, — you follow me ? — 
Count Ij^ajoig^on, Dokhtorof, with Prschebiszewsh;y 
And Kollo wrath — now"bh”‘the Pratzen heights — 

Will dowS’ and cross the Goldbach rivulet, 

Seize Tilnitz, Kobelnitz, and hamlets nigh, 

Turn the French right, move onward in their rear, 
Cross Schwarsa, hold the great Vienna road : — 

So, with the nightfall, centre, right, and left, 

Will I'endezvous beneath the walls of Brunn. 

Langeron (taking a pinch of snuff) 

Good, General ; very good ^ — if Bonaparte 
Will kindly stand and let you have your way. 

But what if he do not ! — if he forestall 

These sound slow movements, mount the Pratzen hills 

When we descend, fall on our rear forthwith, 

While we go crying for his rear in vain ? 

KuTdzoF (waking up) 

Ay, ay, Weirother ; that’s the question — eh ? 

Weirother (impatiently) 

If Bonaparte had meant to climb up there, 

Being one so spry and so determinate, 

He would have set about it ere this eve 1 
He has not troops to do so, sirs, I say : 

His utmost strength is forty thousand men. 

Langeron 

Then if so weak, how can so wise a brain 
Court ruin by abiding calmly here 
The impact of a force so large as ours ? 

He may be mounting up this very hour J 
What think you, General Mil or^do vich ? 

M ilorapovich 

I ? What’s the use of thinking, when to-morrow 
Will tell usj with no need to think at all I 
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Weirother 

Pah ! At this moment he retires apace. 

His fires are daik ; all sounds have ceased that way 
Save voice of owl or mong-rcl wintering there. 

But, weie he nigh, these movements I detail 
Would knock the bottom from his enterpnze. 

Kutuzof (rising) 

Well, well. Now this being ordereJ, set it going. 

One here shall make fair copies of the notes, 

And send them round. Colonel von Toll I ask 
To translate part — Generals, it grovs full late, 

And half-a-dozen hours of needed sleep 

Will aid us more than maps. We now disperse, 

And luck attend us all. Good-night. Good-night. 

The Gcneials and otlicr ofhceis go out severalb'-. 

Such plans arc —paper ! Only to-morrow's light 
Reveals the ti uc manoeuvre to my sight I 

lie flaps out with his hand all the candles but one or tw'o, slowly walks 
outside the house, and listens. On the high ground in the direction of the 
I'Veneli lines are hc\ud shouts, and a wide illuimnation giow's and suengthens , 
but the hollow's are still puintled in fog 

Are these the signs of regiments out of heart. 

And beating backward fiom an enemy! 

[lie remains pondering 

On the Pratzen he’glits immed'atcly m front theic begins, a movement 
among the Russians, signifying that the plan which involves dcscition of that 
vantage-ground is aljoiit to b(* put in foice. Noises of drunken singing arise 
froni the Russian lines at various points elsewdiero 

Ku'i'uzor re-entcis his quarters witli a face of misgiving 
The night shades involve the wdiolc ^ 


SCENK III 


THE SA.ME. THE FRENCH POSPI ION 


Shottly bcfoic dawn on the moining of the 2nd of December. A white 
frost and fog still pievail in the low-b'ing areas: but oveihead the sky is 
clear A dead silence reigns. 

NAPOlJi:0]Sh on a gicy horse, closely attended by RF.iiriiiEK, and 
sunounded by Marshai s Soui.r, Cannes, Murat, and then aidcs-de- 


1 In depicting this scent, tlu wntci, like others, has followed without qucbiion the 
MS of Count Langeron quott-d by M 'Ihier^. But the singular soundness of the 
Count’s own opinion in the consultation, as recorded, suggests that it may have been 
somewhat strengthened on paper at the expense of that of h's companions 
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camp, all cloaked, is discernible in the gloom riding down from the high 
ground before Bellowitz, on which they have bivouacked, to the village of 
Puntowitz on tKFTjoTdbach stream, quite near the front of the Russian 
position of the day before on the Pratzen crest. The Emperor and his 
companions come to a pause, look around and upward to the hills, and 
listen. 

Napoli^on 

Their bivouac fires, that lit the top last night, 

Are all extinct 

Lannes 

And hark you. Sire ; I catch 
A sound which, if I eir not, means the thing 
We have hoped, and hoping, feared fate would not yield ! 

Napoleon 

My God, it surely is the tramp of horse 
And jolt of cannon downward from the hill 
Towards our right here, by the swampy lakes 
That face Davout ? Thus, as I sketched, they work ! 

Murat 

Yes ! They already move upon Tilnitz. 

Napoli^ON 

Leave them alone ! Nor stick nor stone we’ll stir 
To interrupt them. Nought that we can scheme 
Will help us like their own stark sightlessness ! — 

Let them get down to those white lowlands there, 

And so far plunge in the level that no skill, 

When sudden vision flashes on their fault, 

Can help them, though despair-stung, to regain 
The key to mastery held at yestereve I 

Meantime move onw-md these divisions here 
Under the fog’s kind shroud ; descend the slope. 

And cross the stream below the Russian lines : 

There halt concealed, till I waft down the word. 

Napoleon and his staff retire to the hill south-east of Bellowitz as the day 
dawns pallidly. 

’Tis good to get above that rimy cloak 
And into cleaner air. It chilled me through. 

When they reach the summit they are over the fog : and suddenly the 
sun breaks forth radiantly to the left of the Pratzen upland, illuminating the 
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ash-hued face of Napoli^on and the faces of those around him. All eyes aie 
turned first to the sun, and thence to look for the dense masses of men that 
had occupied the upland the night before- 

Ml RAT 

I see them not. The plateau seems deserted ! 

NapolkON ^exultantly) 

Gone ; \erily 1 — Ah, how much will you bid, 

An hour hence, for the coign abandoned now' ! 

The battle’s ours. — It w'as, then, their rash march 
Downw'ards to Tilnitz and the Goldbach sw^amps 
Before dawn, that w'e heard. — No hurry, Lannes ! 

Enjoy this sun, that rests its chubby jowd 
Upon the plain, and thrusts its bristling beard 
Across the lowlands’ fleecy" countei pane, 

Peering beneath our bioadest hat-brims’ shade. . , . 

Soult, how long hence to win the Pratzen top ? 

SOULT 

Some twenty minutes or less, your Majesty : 

Our troops dowm there, still mantled by the mist, 

Are half upon the w’ay. 

Napoleon 

Good ’ Set forthwith 

V?u,^damme and Saint Hilaire to mount the slopes 

Firing begins in the marsh to the right by Tilnitz and the pools, though 
the thick mr yet hides the operations. 

O, there you are, blind boozy Buxhbvden I 
Achieve your worst Davout wflll hold you firm. 

The head of an aide-de-camp rises through the fog on that side, and he 
hastens up to Napoli' on and his comjiamons, to whom the officer announces 
what lias liappcned. Davout rides off, disappearing legs first into the 
white stratum that coveis the attack 

Lannes and Murat, you have concern enough 
Plerc on the left, wfith Prince Bagration 
And all the Austro-Russian cavalry. 

Haste off. The victoiy promising to-day 
Will like a thunder-clap, conclude the war ! 

The Marshals with their aides gallop away towards their respective 
divisions. Soon the two divisions under Soult are seen ascending m close 
column the inclines of the Pratzen height. Thereupon the heads pf the 
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Riissian centre columns disclose themselves, breaking the sky-line of the 
summit from the other side, m a desperate attempt to regain the position 
vacated by the Russian left. A fierce stirnggle develops there between 
Soult’s divisions and these, who, despite their tardy attempt to recovei the 
lost post of dominance, are pressed by the French off the slopes into the 
lowland. 

Semichorus I of the Pities (aerial music) 

O Great Necessitator^ heed us now I 
If it indeed fmtst be 

Thai this day Austria smoke with slaiightery^ 

Quickest the issue as Thou knowest how; 

And dull to suffering those whom it befalls 
To quit their lodgrnent in a flesh that galls / 

Semichorus II 

If it be in the future human story 
To lift this man to yet intenser glory ^ 

Let the exploit be done 
With the hast sting, or none. 

To those, his kind, at whose expense i^uch pitch is won I 

Spirit of the Years 

Again ye deprecate the World-SouPs way 
That I so long have told f Then note anew 
{Since ye forget) the ordered potencies, 

Nerves, sinews, trajecis, eddies, ducts of It 
The Eternal Urger, pressing change on change. 

At once, as earlier, a preternatural clearness possesses the atmosphere of 
the battle-field, in which the scene becomes anatomized and the living 
masses of humanity transparent. The controlling Immanent Will appe0.rs 
therein, as a brain-like network of currents and ejections, twitching, inter- 
penetrating, entangling, and thrusting hither and thither the human forms. 

Semichorus I of Ironic Spirits (aerial music) 

0 Innocents, can ye forget 

That things to he were shaped and set 

Ere mortals and this planet meff 

Semichorus II 
Stand ye apostrophizing That 
Which, working all, works but thereat 
Like some sublime fermenting^-vat 
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Semickorus I 

Hcavhig fliroiigliouf lis vast co77tenc 
With streiiiwiisly t7'ansmutivc bent 
Though of its aiiji uiisefitiait ? — 

Skmichorus II 

Could y a have sceii Its early deeds 
Ye 700 u Id not cry^ as o7ie 7oho pleads 
For gua7'fer, 7uhen a Europe bleeds / 

Semichorus I 

Ere ye, young Pities^ had upgrow7i 
From out the deeps inhere mortals moan 
Against a ruling not their ow7i, 

Semichorus II 

He of the Years beheld^ and we^ 

Creation'^ s prentice artistry 
Express in foivns that iioiv imbe 

Semichorus I 

Tentative dreams front day to days 
Mangle its types ^ re-kncad the clay 
In some ntoi'e palpitating ways 

Semiciiorus II 

Beheld the rai'est ivrecked amain^ 

Whole nigh-perfected species slain 
By those that scarce could boast a brainy 

Semichorus I 

Saw ravage, growth, diviinish, add. 
Here peoples sane, there peoples mad, 
hi' choiceless thi'ows of good and bads 

Semichorus II 

Heard laughtei^^ at the T^thless dooms 
Which tortured to the eieriial glooms 
Quick, quivering hearls in hecatombs* 
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Chorus 

Us Andenfs^ then^ it ill befits 
To quake when SlaughteT^s spectre flits 
Athwart this field of Atisterlits I 

Shade of the Earth 

Pain 710 1 their fom!g compassions by such lore^ 
But hold you 7n'uie^ and read the battle yonder : 
The 7noment tnarks the dafs catastrophe^ 


SCENE IV 

THE SAME. THE RUSSIAN POSITION 

It is about noon, and the vital spectacle is now near the village of Tilnitz. 
The fog has dispersed, and the sun shines clearly, though without warmth, 
the ice on the pools gleaming under its radiance. 

CjgNERAL Buxhovden and his aides-de-camp have reined up, and remain 
at paus^h-a’^Eirtock. ‘ The General watches through a glass his battalions, 
which are still disputing the village. Suddenly approach down the track 
from the upland of Pratzen large companies of Russian infantry helter-skelter. 
Count Langeron is beheld to be retreating with them ; and soon, pule and 
agitated, he hastens up to General BuxhQvden, whose fixce is flushed. 

Langeron 

While they are upon us you stay idle here I 

Prscliebiszewsky’s column is distraught and rent, 

And more than half my own made captive 1 Yea, 

Krezndwitz carried, and Sokolnitz hemmed ; 

The enemy’s whole strength will stound you soon S 

Buxh6vden 

You seem to see the enemy everywhere. 

Langeron 

You cannot see them, be they here or no 1 
Buxhovden 

I only wait Prschebiszewsky’s nearing corps 

To join Dokhtdrof’s to them. Here they come. 

and Oudinot. having cleared and 
secured the Pratzen height/hiSDatOTdns" af^pera descending from it on 
this side, behind DokhtokOE's division, so placing the latter between them' 
sd.ves and the pools. 
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LANGEflON 

You cannot tell the Frenchmen from ourselves 1 
These are the victors. — Ah — Dokhtorof — lost ! 

DokhTorof’s troops oje seen to be letroatmg towards the water. The 
watchers stand in painful tenseness. 

Buxhovden 

Dokhtorof tell to save him as he may 1 
We, Count, must gather up our shaken flesh 
And hurry them by the road through Austerhtz. 

Buxhovden’s regiments and the remains of Laxgeron's are rallied and 
collected, and they retreat by way of the hamlet of Aujezd As they go over 
the summit of a hill Buxhovden looks back. Langeron’s columns, which 
were behind his own, have been cut off by Vandamme’s division coming down 
from the Pratzen plateau. This and some detachments from Dokhtorof’ s 
column rush towards the Satschan J^ike and endeavour to cross it on the ice. 
It cracks beneath their weigKt. At the same moment Napoli^on and his 
brilliant staff appear on the top of the Pratzen. 

The Emperor watches the scene with a vulpine smile ; and directs a 
battery near at hand to fire down upon the ice on which the Russians are 
crossing. A ghastly crash and splashing follow's the discharge, the shining 
surface breaking into pieces like a mirror, which fly in all directions Two 
thousand fugitives arc engulfed, and their groans of despair reach the ears of 
the watchers like ironical huzzas. 

A general flight of the Russian aimy from wdng to wing is now disclosed, 
involving in its current the Empjsror Alexander and the Emperor Fr.ancis, 
with the reserve, who are seen towards T^ust^itz endeavouring to rally their 
troops in vain. They arc swept along by the disordered soldiery 


SCENE V 

THE SAME. NEAR THE WINDMILL OF PALENY 

The mill is about seven miles to the southward, between the French 
advanced posts and the Austrians. 

A bivouac fire is burning. NAPOLifoN, in grey overcoat and beaver hat 
turned up front and back, rides to the spot with Bekthier, S>\vary, and 
his aides, and alights. He walks to and fro complacently, meditating or 
talking to Berthier. Two groups of officers, one from each army, stand m 
the background on their respective sides. 

Napoli^on 

Whafs this of Alexander? Weep, did he, 

Like his old namesake, but for meaner cause ? 

Ha, ha 1 
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Berthier 

Word goes, your Majesty, that Colonel Toll, 

One of Field-Marshal Prince Kutii^of s staff, 

In the retreating swirl of overthrow, 

Found Alexander seated on a stone 
Beneath a leafless roadside apple-tree, 

Out here by Coding on the Holitsch way ; 

His coal-black uniform and snowy plume 
Unmarked, his face disconsolate, his grey eyes 
Mourning in tears the fate of his brave array — 

All flying southward, save the steadfast slain. 

Napoli^ON 

Poor devil 1 — But he’ll soon get over it — 

Sooner than his employers oversea ! — 

Pla ! — this will make friend Pitt and England writhe, 

And cloud somewhat their lustrous Trafalgar. 

An open carriage approaches from the direction of Holitsch, accompanied 
by a small escort of Hungarian guards. Napoli^on walks forward to 
meet it as it diaws up, and welcomes the Austrian Emperor, who alights. 
He is wearing a grey cloak over a white uniform, carries a light walking-cane, 
and is attended by Prince John of Lichtenstein, Swarzknberg, and 
others. His fresh-coloured face contrasts strangely withllieliHiiF phTTdr of 
Napoleon’s ; but it is now thin and anxious. 

They formally embrace. Berthier, Prince John, and the rest retire, 
and the two Emperors are left by themselves before the fire. 

Napoli^on 

Here on the roofless ground do I receive you — 

My only mansion for these two months past ! 

F^NCIS <1/ 

Your tenancy thereof has brought' such fame 
That it must needs be one which charms you, Sire. 

NapoliSon 

Good ! Now this war. It has been forced on me 
Just at a crisis most inopportune, 

When all my energies and arms were bent 
On teaching England that her watery walls 
Are no defence against the wrath of France 
Aroused by breach of solemn covenants. 
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Francis 

I had no zeal for violating peace 

Till ominous events in Italy 

Revealed the gloomy truth that France aspires 

To conquest there, and undue sovereignly. 

Since when mine eyes have seen no sign oiuheld 
To signify a change of purposing s. 

Napoleon 

Yet there were terms distinctly specified 
To General Giulay m November past, 

Whereon Pd gladly fling the sword aside. 

To wit : that hot armigerent jealousy 
Stir us no further on transalpine rule, 

Pd take the I sonzo River as our bounds. 

Francis 

Roundly, that 1 cede all ^ — And how may stand 
Your views as to the Russian forces here ? 

Napoleon 

You have all to lose by that alliance, Sire. 

Leave Russia. Let the Emperor Ale.xander 
Make his own terms ; whereof the first must be 
That he retire from Austrian territory. 

PIl grant an armistice therefor. Anon 
Pll treat with him to weld a lasting peace, 

Based on some simple understandings ; chief, 
That Russian armies keep to Russian soil, 

And that, moreover, every English keel 
Be locked irom out the ports of his domain. 
Meanwhile to you Pll tender this good word : 
Keep Austria to herself. To Russia bound, 

You pay your own costs with your provinces, 
And Alexander’s likewise therewithal. 

Francis 

I see as much, and long have seen it, Sire ; 

And standing here the vanquished, let me own 
What happier issues might have left unsaid : 
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Long, long I have lost the wish to bind myself 
To Russians purposings and Russia’s risks ; 

Little do I count these alliances 
With Powers that have no substance seizable I 
As they converse they walk away. 

An Austrian Officer 

O strangest scene of an eventful life, 

This junction that I witness here to-day ! 

An Emperor — in whose majestic veins 

Aeneas and the proud Caesarian line 

Claim yet to live ; and those scarce less renowned, 

The dauntless Hawks’-Hold Counts, of gallantry 

So great m fame one thousand years ago — 

To bend with deference and manners mild 
In talk with this adventuring campaigner, 

Raised but by pikes above the common herd ! 

Another Austrian Officer 

Ay ! There be Satschan swamps and Pratzen heights 
In royal lines, as here at Austerlitz. 

The Emperors again draw near. 

Francis 

Then, to this armistice, which shall be called 
Immediately at all points, I agree ; 

And pledge my word that tfty august ally 
Accept it likewise, and withdraw his force 
By daily measured march to his own realm. 

Napoli^ON 

For him I take your word. And pray believe 
That rank ambitions are your own, not mine ; 

That though I have postured as your enemy, 

And likewise Alexander’s, we are one 
In interests, have in all things commo n cause. 

One country sows these mischiefs Eiirop^hrough 
By her insidious chink of luring ore — 

False-featured England, who, to aggrandize 
Her name, her influence, and her revenues, 

Schemes to impropriate the whole world’s trade, 

And starves and bleeds the folk of other lands. 
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Her rock-rimmcd situation walls her oft 
Like a slim selfish molhisk in its shell 
From the wide views and fair fraternities 
Which on the mainland we rccipiocate, 

And quicks her quest for profit in our woes: 

Francis 

1 am not competent, your Majesty, 

To estimate that country’s conscience now, 

Nor to engage on my ally’s behalf 

That I-snglish ships be shut from Russian trade. 

But joyful am I that in all things else 
My promise can be made ; and that this day 
Our conference ends in friendship and esteem. 

Napoli:on 

I will send Savary at to-morrow’s blink 
And make all lucid to the Emperor. 

For us, I wholly can avow as mine 
'Jlie cordial spirit of your Majesty. 

They roliie tow.nds the carnage of Francis. Bertiiier, Savary, 
LiriiiKNsTKiN* and the sum* of ofiiceis advance from the background, and 
with iniUnal gi*sturos of conrtesy and amicable leave-takings the two Empciois 
pari oonqinny. 

Ciuiuus OF TTIK PiTiKb (aerial music) 

luti Ji for hniiscif Ins fam/Iy^ Ins heirs j 
For the 'ivan n'clterini^ nations who concerns ^ who cares ? 

Chorus of Ironic Spirits 

A fiertincnt query ^ in truth ! — 

Flit spoil not the sport by your ruth : 

^Tis enough to make half 
Yonder zodiac lauok 
When rulers begin to allude 
To their lack of ambition^ 

And strong opposition 
To all but the general good I 

Spirit of the Years 

Hush levities. Events press : iurn ye westward. 

A nebulous curtain draws slowly across. 
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SCENE VI 

.SEOCICERWJCK^ house, NEAl^ BATH 

The interior of the Picture Gallery. Enter Wiltshire the owner, and 
Pitt, who looks emaciated and walks feebly. 

Wilt shire (pointing to a portrait) 

Now here you have the lady we discussed : 

A fine example of his manner, sir ? 

Pitt 

It is a fine example, sir, indeed, — 

With that transparency amid the shades, 

And those thin blue-green-greyish leafages 
Behind the pillar in the background there, 

Which seem the leaves themselves. — Ah, this is Quin. 
{Moving to another picture. ) 

Wiltshire 

Yes, Quin. A man of varied parts, though rough 
And choleric at times. Yet, at his best. 

As Falstaff, never matched, they say. But I 
Had not the fate to see him in the flesh, 

Pitt 

Churchill well carves him in his “ Characters ” 

‘‘ His eyes, in gloomy socket taught to roll, 

Proclaimed the sullen habit of his soul. 

In fancied scenes, as in Life’s real plan, 

He could not for a moment sink the man : 

Nature, in spite of all his skill, crept in ; 

Horatio, Dorax, Falstaff — still ’twas Quin.” 

-—He was at Bath when Gainsborough settled there 
In that house in the Circus which we know.- — 

I like the portrait much. — The brilliancy 
Of Gainsborough lies in this his double sway ; 

Sovereign of landscape he ; of porti-aiture 

Joint monarch with Sir Joshua. , . . Ah?— that s — ^harkl 

Is that the patter of a hox'se’s hoofs 

Along the road ? 
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Wiltshire 

I notice nothing, sir. 

Pnx 

It is n gallop, growing q\iitc distinct. 

And — can it be a messenger for me ! 

Wiltshire 

I hope no ugly European news 
To stop the honour of this visit, sir! 

They listen T'he gallop of the horse grows louder, and is checked at the 
door of the house Theic is a liasty liiiocking, and a counei, splashed with 
mud from hard iiding, is shown into the galleiy. He presents a dispatch to 
Pitt, who sits down and hiiincdly opens it 

Pitt (to himself) 

0 heavy news indeed ! . . . Disastrous ; dire 1 

tie apjjcais ovcicomc as he sits, and covcis his foiehcad with his hand. 

Wn/IMIIRE 

1 trust you arc not ill, sir? 

Prn’ (after some moments) 

Could I have 

A little brandy, sir, quick brought to me ? 

Wii;rsniRE 

In one l>ricr minute. 

Biandy is hi ought in, and PiTT talces it. 

Pitt 

Now leave me, please, alone. Pll call anon. 

Is there a map of Europe handy here? 

WiLTsiuRi'; fetches a map from the library, and spreads it before the 
minister. Wii.Tbinuic, couner, and servant go out. 

O < jod that I should live to see this day ! 

He remains awhile in a piofoimd reverie; then resumes the reading of the 
dispatch. 

‘‘ Defeated —the Allies — quite overthrown 
At Austerhtz — last week.” — Where’s Auslevlitz ? 

— But what avails it where the place is now ; 

What corpse is curious on the longitude 
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And situation of his cemetery ! . . . 

The Austrians and the Russians overcome, 

That vast adventuring army is set free 

To bend unhindered strength against our strand. . . « 

So do my plans through all these plodding years 
Announce them built in vain 1 
His heel on Europe, monarchies in chains 
To France, I am as though I had never been ! 

He gloomily pondeis the dispatch and the map some minutes longci. At 
last he rises with difficulty, and rings the bell. 

A servant enters 

Call up my carriage, please you, now at once ; 

And tell your master I return to 
This moment — I may want a litTic^lp 
In getting to the door here. 


Servant 

Sir, 1 will, 

And summon you my master instantly. 

lie goes out mid re-enters with Wiltsturk. Pitt is assisted from the 
room. 


Pitt 

Roll up that map. ’Twill not be needed now 
These ten years 1 Realms, laws, peoples, dynasties, 

Are churning to a pulp within the maw 
Of empire-making Lust and personal Cain ! 

[Exeunt Pitt, Wiltsiiirk, and servant ; and in a few minutes 
the carriage is heard driving oh, and the scene closes. 


SCENE VII 

PARIS. A STREET LEADING TO THE TUILERIES 

It is night, and the dim oil lamps reveal a vast concourse of citiiccns of 
both sexes around the Paiace gates and in the neighbouring thoroiiglifares. 

Spirit of the Years (to the Spirit of Rumour) 

77wu niafst descend and join this crowd awhile^ 

And speak what things s/mll come into thy mouth. 
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SvuuT Sinister 

7V/ harken f I wonhhfi miss it for the gi'oans of another 
Austerhtz ' 

The Si)uit ol Runioiu (‘lUeis on th(i scene in the disguise of a young 
forcignct 

Spiri'I' (to a street -woman) 

LadVj a laic hour this to he afoot f 

Woman 

But such is meet m gallant dames like me, 

For now lie neais ! — after a thiee months’ whirl 
Of victories won on fields whose homely names 
Had never swept the ear of mortal man 
licyond the haunts of neighbour peasantry ; 

But, cymballcd now by deathless deeds, become 
Familiar rhythms in remotest homes ! 

SriBiT 

tune/ I'o it agiin, ] could give heed all night 
Woman 

Poor prolit, then, to me fiom my^ true trade, 

WluMom hot competition is so rife 
AlriMdy, sim e those victories biought to town 
So many fort'ign jobbers m my line, 

That Pd best hold my tongue fioni praise of fame! 
However, one is caught by pojiular zeal, 

And though live midnig-lils have not brought a sou, 

I, too, chant Jubilate like the rest. — 

In courtesies have haughty monarchs vied 
Towards the Ckmqueror 1 who, with men-at-arms 
One quarter theirs, lias vanquished by his nerve 
Vast mubtermgs four-hundred-thousand strong, 

And given new tactics to the art of ^^ar 
Unparalleled in Europe’s history ! 

Spirit 

What man is tkis^ vdiose might thou blazonest so — 

Who makes the earth to tremble, shakes old thi'ones^ 

And turns the plains to 7oilder?zess ? 
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Woman 

Dost ask 

As ignorant, yet asking can define ? 

What mean you, tuiveller ? 

Spirit 

/ am a strafigcr herc^ 

A wafidering wight^ whose life has not been spent 
This i>ide the globe^ though I caft speak the* tong ice. 

Woman 

Your air has truth in’t ; but your state is strange ! 
Had I a husband he should tackle thee. 

Spirit 

Dozens thou hast had — batches ?nore than she 
Samaria knew, if 7 iow thou hast not 07iel 

Woman 

Wilt take the situation from this hour? 

I 

Spirit 

Thou know'^st not what thy frailty asks, good damet 
Woman 

Well, learn in small the Emperor's chronicle, 

As gleaned from what my soldier-husbands say - 
Some five-and-forty standards of his foes 
Are brought to Paris, borne tiiimiphantly 
In proud procession through the surging streets, 
Ever as brands of fame to shine aloft 
In dim-lit senate-halls and city aisles. 

Spirit 

Fair Munich sparkled with festivity 
As there awhile he tarried, and was met 
By the gay Jostphine your Empress here,— 

There, too, Eughte — 

Woman 

NapoI«$on’s stepson he— ~ 
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Spirit 

Received for gift the Jiond of fair Priiuess 
Augusta (^daughter of Bavarids croiun^' 

Fo7\cd from her flighted troth to Badeds heir), 
yl/idj to complete Jus hoiioiiruig, nuns hailed 
t^in.Lt's.\or to the throne oj Italy\ 

Woman 

Plow know you, ore tliib news has got abroad ? 

Spirit 

Chafinels have I the commoii fcofle laeJe , — 

There, on the nonce, the foi-enamed Baden fidnce 
Was joined to Stephanie Beaiihornais, her 
J ( Vio stands as daughter to the man ‘we wait. 

Some say as more. 

Woman 

Tliey do ? Then such not L 
Can revolution’s dregs so soil thy soul 
That thou ^houldst doulit the eldest son thereof? 

Tib dangoioub to insinuate nowadays I 

SPIRIT 

Right ! I^ady many-spoiiscd, more charity 
Upbnm^ in thee than in some loftier ones 
Who would not name thee with their whiie-waslied 
tongues. - 

Enough. / am one whom, didst thou /enow my name, 
J'hou woutd^st not giudge a claim to sfeaJe his mind. 

Woman 

A thousand paidons, sir. 

Spirit 

Resume thy tale 

If so thou wishes t. 

Woman 

Nay, but you know best 

Spirit 

How laurelled process through applauding crowds 
Plas marked his journey home. How Strasburg town, 
Siuitgart, Carhruhe, acclaimed him like the reet ; 
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Haw pageantry would here have welcomed him^ 

Had not his speed outsiript inielhgence. 

— Now will a glimpse of hwi repay thee. Hark / 

Shouts arise and increase in the distance, announcing Bonaparte’s 
approach. 

IVell^ Buonaparte has rc%nved by land., 

But not by sea, 0?i that thwart element 
Never will he incorporate /lis dream., 

And float as fnaster / 

Woman 

What shall hinder him ? 

Spirit 

That which has hereto, England, so to say. 

Woman 

feut she’s in sti*aits. She’s lost her Nelson now, 
j(A worthy man : he loved a woman well ’) 

George drools and babbles in a darkened room 
tier heaven-born Minister declines apacc.^ 

All smooths the Emperor’s sway. 

Spirit 

Tales have two sides, 

Sweet lady. Vamped-up versions reach thee here.— 

That Aicsterlitz was lustrous none igno^rs, 

But would it shock thy garrulousncss to know 
That the true measure of this Trafalgdr — 

Utter defeat, ay, Frances na'md death — 

Your Emperor bade be hid f 

Woman 

The seer’s gift 

Has never plenteously endowed me, sir, 

As in appearance you. But to plain sense 
Things seem as stated. 

Spirit 

Wcdl let seemmgs be,— 

But know, these English take to liquid life 
Bight patly — nursed therefor in infancy 
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By nmes a?zd 7'ains •Uikich creep i 7 ito iJicir bloody 
2 til hkc seeks like. The sea is fhet?" dty latid^ 

And^ as g ?2 cobbles you ^ they 'uayfat'e there. 

Woman 

Pleaven prosper, then, their watery wayfaring's 
If they'll leave ns the land ' — {^Ihe Impcnal cainage appears ) 
The Emperor ' — 

Long live the Emperor ’ — He’s the best by land. 
Bonaparte’s carnage arrives, without an escort. The street lamps shine 
in, and reveal the Empress Jc^itPHiNE seated beside him The plaudits of 
the people grow boisterous as they hail him Victor of Austerlitz. The more 
active run after the carriage, which turns in from the Rue St. Honors to the 
Carrousel, and thence vanishes into the Court of the Tuilenes. 

Woman 

May all success attend his next exploit I 
Spirit 

Namely : to put the knife tn EnglamPs trade., 

And teach her treaty-manners — if he can I 

Woman 

I like not your queer knowledge, creepy man. 

There’s weirdness in your air. I’d call you ghost 
Had not the Goddess Reason laid all such 
Past Mother Church’s cunning to restore. 

— Adieu. I’ll not be yours to-night. I’d starve first 1 

She withdraws The crowd wastes away, and the Spirit vanishes. 


SCENE VIII 

PUTNEY. BOWLING GREEN HOUSE 

Pitt’s bedchamber, from the landing without. It is afternoon. At the 
back of the room ns ‘'Ocn through the doorway is a curtained bed, beside 
which a woman sits, the^, Lad-v^Hestee Staiuiqpe. Bending over a table 
at the front of the room'“ir*.^m'’'VrA‘L@ir;;“;^RQUHAR, the physician. 
ParslOW the footman and another servant are hear the door. 

Toml I y Ej^ ^Bishop^ pf Xuncftln, enters. 

Farquhar (in a subdued voice) 

I grieve to call your lordship up again, 

But symptoms lately have disclosed themselves 
That mean the knell to the frail life in him. 
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And whatsoever things of gravity 
It may be needful to communicate, 

Let them be spoken now. Time may not seive 
If they be much delayed. 

Tomline , 

Ah, stands it thus ? . . . 

Tlic name of his disease is — Austerlitz ! 

His blow’s inscription has been Austerlitz 
From that dire morning in the month just past 
When tongues of rumour twanged the word across 
From its hid nook on the Moravian plains. 

Farquhar 

And yet he might have borne it, had the weight 
Of governmental shackles been unclasped, 

Even partly, from his limbs last Lammastide, 

When that despairing journey to the King 
At Gloucester Lodge by Wessex shore was made 
To beg such. But relief the King refused. 

‘‘Why want you Fox? What — Grenville and his 
friends ? ” 

lie harped. “You arc sufficient without these — 

Rather than Fox, why, give me civil war !” 

And fii)rc that would rather snap than shrink 
Held out no longer. Now the upshot nears. 

Lady Hester Stanhope turns her head and comes forward. 

Lady Hester 

I am grateful you are here again, good friend ! 

He’s sleeping some light seconds ; but once more 
Has asked for tidings of Lord Hariowby, 

And murmured of his mission to Berlin 
As Europe’s haggard hope ; if, sure, it be 
That any hope remain ! 

Tomxane 

There’s no news yet — 

These ’several days while I have been sitting by him 
He has inquired the quarter of the wind, 

And where tliat moment beaked the stablc-cock. 

When I said “ East," he answered “ That is well \ 

Those are the breezes that will speed him homcR* 

So cling his heart-strings to his country’s cause. 
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Farquhar 

I fear that Wellesley’s, visit here by now 

Stninj* hini to tensest strain. He quite broke clown, 

And has fast faded since. 


La\)V Hfstkr 

Ah ! now he wakes. 

Please come and speak to him as you would wish 

(to Tomlin k) 

Lady Hkstkr, Tomuni:, and Farquhar retire behind the bed, where 
in a shoit time voices me heard in piayer Afterv/ards the Bishop g^oes to a 
writing-table, and Lady Ulster comes to the doorway Steps are hcaid 
on the stairs, andJhTT’s /noncl Rose,^ the President of the Board of Trade^ 
appeals on the laiTJmg ahd'hvakcs inquiiics. ‘ 


Lat)Y I-Tfster (wliispenng) 

He wills the warden ry of his «iffau'S 

'I'o his old fiicntl the Bishoj). But his words 

Bespeak tot) nuich anxiety for me, 

And linden ate his services so far 
'I'hat he has doubts if his high deeds deserve 
Such si/e of iccogtiition by the State 
As would <iwaul slim pensions to his km. 
lie had liecn fam to write down his intents, 

But the ([11111 dropped from his unmusclcd hand. — 

"Now his friend 'romline pens ivhat he dictates 
And gleans the hppings of his last desires. 

Rose ami Lady Hi'-stek uiin They sec the Bishop bending over the 
be<T*W!1Tt^i%heeL*o p.qKT on wliuli he has picviously been writing A little 
later he dijis a qiiill and hoUls it W'lthin the bcd-cmtain, sjjreading the pap'T 
beneath. A thin wlnte hand emerges from behind the curtain and signs the 
paper, 'fhe Busliop beckons foi ward the two servants, who also sign 

Jj^AKQUHAR on one side of the bed, and Tomiane on the other, are 
spoK6m’Tn^5yT’licTlying man. The Bishop afterwards withdiaws fiom the 
bed and comes to the binding whcie the otheis are. 

Tomline 

A list of his directions has been drawn, 

And feeling somewhat more at mental ease 
He asks Sir Walter if he has long to live, 

Farquhar just answered, in a soothing tone, 



136 


THE DYNASTS 


ACT VI 


That hope still frailly breathed recovery. 

At this my dear friend smiled and shook his head, 

As if to say : “I can translate your words, 

But I reproach not friendship’s lullabies.” 

Rose 

Rest he I'equired ; and rest was not for him. 

Fakquuak comes forward as they wait. 

Farquhar 

His spell of concentration on these things, 

Determined now, that long have wasted him, 

Has left him in a numbing lethargy. 

From which I fear he may not rouse to strength 
For speech with earth again. 

Rose 

But hark. He does. 

They listen. 

Pjtt 

My country ! How I leave my country ! . , » 

Tomline 

Ah,~— 

Immense the matter those poor words contain I 
Rose 

Still does his soul stay wrestling with that theme, 

And still it will, even semi-consciously, 

Until the drama’s done. 

They continue to converse by the doorway in whispers. PiTT sinks 
slowly into a stupor, from which he never awakens. 

Spirit ob" The Pities (to the Spirit of the Years) 

Do you intend to speak to him ere the close ? 

Spirit of the Years 

Nay^ I have spoke too often / Tifue and time, 

When ail EartJis l\^ht has lain on the nether side^ 

A nd yapping midnight poinds have leapt on roqfs^ 

And raised for Mm an evil harlequinade 
Of national disasters in long train, 
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That tortured him 701 ih litvy rowing gnmace^ 

Have I co 77 nnuned with that inicUtgence. 

Now / wottJd leai^e him to pass out in peace^ 

A 7 id seek the silence unpe'rtio'bedly. 

Spirit Sinister 

Even Its ojjicial Spirit cafi show ruth 
At maiis fag end^ when his desh'uctioiis sui'e I 

Spirit of the Years 

It suits us ill to cavil each with each. 

I might reioi't. I only say to thee 

Its slaves we ai'c : Its slaves must ever be I 

Chorus (aenal music) 

Yea^ from the Void we fetch^ like these^ 

And tarry till That please 
To 7 iull ns by Whose sti'ess we emanate . — 

Our incoiporeal sense ^ 

Our overseeing^^ our supernal state, 

Our 7 'eadings Why and Whence, 

Are but the flower of Mali s intelligence ; 

And that but an um^eckoned incident 
Of the all-urging Will, r aptly magnipotent 

A gauze of shadow overdraws. 
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I. Phantom Intelligences 


The Ancient Spirit of the 
Years. 

Chorus of the Years. 


fTHE Spirit of Rumour. 
\ Chorus of Rumours. 


/The Spirit of the Pities. 
(Chorus of the Pities 

{ Spirits Sinister and Ironic. 
Choruses of Sinister and 
Ironic Spirits 


The Shade of the Earth. 


Spirit-Messengers. 
Recording Angels. 


IL Persons 

The names printed in italics are those of mute figures. 
MEN 


George the Third. 

The Prince of Wales, afterwards 
Prince Regent. 

The Royal Duke'i. 

Fox. 

Percevax.. 

Castle RE AGi-i. 

An Under-Secretary of State. 
Sheridan. 

The Duke op Bedford. 

Lord Moira. 

Two Young Lords. 

Lords Yarmouth and Keith, 

Another Lord. 

Other Peek's, A mbassadors, Ministers, 
ex-'Mtmsters , Members of Parha- 


metit, and Persons of Quality 
and Office. 


Sir Arthur Wellesley, afteruoards 
Lord Wellington, 

Sir John Moore. 

Sir John Hope. 

Sir David Baird. 

General Beresford. 

Colonel Anderson. 

CoLONEL Graham. 

Major Colborne, principal 
Aide-de-Camp to Moore. 
Captain Hardinge. 

Paget, Fraser, Hill, Napier, 
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A Captain of Hussars and 
Others 

Oi/ier Generals, Colonels, 

Aiders, Coarlcvi, and Military 
Offiurs, 

Two Spies. 

Two Army Surgeons 
An Army Chaplain. 

A Sergeant op the Waggon- 
Train 

A Sergeant of the Forty- 
Third 

Two Soldiers of the Ninth 

English Forces. 

Deserters and Stragglers. 


Dr. Willis. 

Sir Henry Halford. 

Dr. Heberden. 

Dr. Baillie. 

ITie King's Apothecary. 

A Gentleman. 

lAvo Attendants on the King, 


Members of a London Club. 

An Englishman in Vienna. 
Trotter, Secretary to P'ox. 

Mr. Bagot. 

Mr, Forth, Master of Cere- 
monies. 

Servants. 

A BeaUf A Constable, etc. 


Napoli-:on Bonaparte. 

Joseph Bonaparte. 

Louu ami JirBme Bonaparte, and 
other Members of NapoUon^s 
Family. 

CAMBACi^Rfes, Arch-Chancellor. 
Talleyrand. 

President of the Senate. 

Caulainconrt, 

Cebrun, Duroc, Prince of Nenfchdtel, 
Grand-Duke of Berg. 

Eugbne de Beauharnais. 

Champagny, Foreign Minister. 
De Bausset, Chamberlain. 


Murat. 

Soult. 

Massi^na. 

Berthier. 

Junot. 

Foy. 

Loison. 

Ney, Lanne’!, and other French 
A/arshals, general and irgi- 
mental Officers, Aides, and 
Conners 

Two French Subalterns. 
Another French Officer. 

French Forces 


Grand Marshal, Grand Almoner'S, 
Heralds, and other Officials at 
NapoUorCs marriage. 

ABBit DE Pradt, Chapel-Master. 
Corvisart, F'lrd Physician. 
Bourdier, Second Phy- 
sician. 

Dubois, Accoucheur. 

Maskers at a Ball. 

'Pwo Servants at the Tud 

LERIES. 

A Parisian Crowd. 

Guillet de la GEVRn.:.ii!:RE, a 
Conspirator. 

Louis XFI/L of France, 

French Princes in England, 


The King of Prussia. 

Prime Henry of Prussia. 

Prince Foyal of Bavaria. 

Prince Hohenlohe. 

Generals Buchei^ Tanensien, and 
Attendant Officers. 

Prussian Forces, 

Prussian Straggi.eks. 

Berlin Citizens. 


Carlos IV., King of Spain. 
Fernando, Prince of Asturias, 
Son to tbe King* 

Godoy, “Prince op Peace," 

Lover of the Queen, 

Count op Montijo. 


1 

V Marie 
I Louise. 
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Viscount Materosa 
Don Diego de la 
Vega. 

Godofs Guards and other 

Spanish Citizens. 

A Life-Guardsman op Aranjuez. 
A Servant to Godov. 

Spanish Forces, 

Camp-Followers, 

Muleteers. 


Francis, Emperor of Austria. 
Metternich. 

Another Austrian Minister. 
Schwarzenberg. 


d’Audenarde, an Equerry. 
Austrian Officers. 
Aides-de-Camp. 

Austrian Forces, 

Cou?'zers and Secretaries. 

Viennese Citizens 


The Emperor Alexander. 

The Grand-Duke Constaiitine. 

Prizice Laoanoff 
Count Lievezt. 

Generals Bennigsen, Ouwaroff, and 
others. 

OJncez's in attendance on Alexander. 


1 Spanish 
r Deputies. 

Soldiery. 


WOMEN 


Caroline, Princess of Wales. 

Duchess of York. 

Duchess of Rutl\nd. 

Marchioness op Salisbury. 

Marchioness of Hertford. 

Other Peeresses, 

Mrs. Fitzherbert. 

Ambassadors* Wives, Wives of 
Ministers and Alcnibcrs of 
Parliament, and other Ladies 
of Note, 

The Empress Josi^.riiiNE. 

Hortense, Queen of Holland 

The Mother of NapoUon. 

Princess Pauline, and others of 
NapoUon's Family 

Duchess of Montebello 

Madame de Montesquiou. 

Madame Blaise, Nurse to 
Marie Louise. 

PVives of French Ministers, and of 
other Oficials. 

Other Ladies of the French Court. 

Duchess of Angoul£:me. 


Louisa, Queen of Prussia. 

The Counfeis Voss, Lady-in -Waiting, 

Berlin Laddies. 


Maria Luisa, Queen of Spain. 
Thereza of Bourbon, wife of 
Godov 

Dona Josefa Tudo, Mistress of 
God(3Y 

Lady-in-Waiting to the Queen 
A Servant. 


M. Louisa Beatrix, Empress of 
Austria 

The Archduchess Ma.ria Louis 
aftenvards tlie Empress Marie 
Louis F. 

Madame Metternich 

Ladies of the Austrian Court. 


The Empress-Mother of Russia. 
Grand-Duchess A.nne of Russia. 


F 




ACT FIRST 


SCENE I 

LONDON. FOX’S LODGINGS, ARLINGTON STREET 

Foreign Secietary in the new Almistry of Ail-the-Talents, sits at 
a table writing He is a stout, swarthy man, with shaggy eyebrows, and his 
breathing is somewhat obstructed. His clothes look as though they had been 
slept in. Trotter, , his private secretary, is writing at another table near. 

A servant enters. 


Servant 

Another stranger presses to see you, sir. 

Fox (without raising his eyes) 

Oh ; another. What’s he like ? 

Servant 

A foreigner, sir ; though not so out-at-elbows as might be 
thought from the denomination. He says he’s from Gravesend, 
having lately left Paris, and that you sent him a passport. He 
comes with a police-ojffrcer. 


Fox 

Ah, to be sure. I remember. Bring him in, and tell the 
officer to wait outside. (Servant goes out. ) Trotter, will you leave 
us for a few minutes ? But be within hail. 

The secretary retires, and the servant shows in a man who calls himself 
G jjillet DE la GEVRiLLi kRE~a tall, thm figure of thirty, with restless dark 
eyesr****TK<r*c(o^ behind him, he is left alone with the minister. 

Fox points to a seat, leans back, and surveys his visitor. 
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GEVRILLliiRE 

Thanks to you, sir, for this high privilege 
Of hailing England, and of entering here. 
Without a fore-extended confidence 
Like this of yours, my plans would not have sped. 
(A pause.) 

Europe, alas 1 sir, has her waiting foot 
Upon the sill of further slaught^er-scenes I 

For 

I fear it is so ! — In your lines you wrote, 

I think, that you are a true Frenchman bom? 


I did, sir. 


Gevrilli:^re 

Fox 


How contrived you, then, to cross ? 


GevrilliIcre 

It was from Embdcn that I shipped for Gravesend, 

In a small sailer called the ‘‘ Taby,’^ sir, 

Masked under Pruss ian colours. Embden I reached 
On foot, on horseback, and by sundry shifts, 

From Paris over Holland, secretly. 


Fox 

And you are stored with tidings of much pith, 
Whose tenour would be priceless to the stale ? 

Geviullikre 

I am. It is, in brief, no more nor less 
Than means to mitigate and even end 
These welfare-wasting wars ; ay, usher in 
A painless spell of peace. 

Fox 

Prithee speak on. 

No statesman can desire it more than L 


GEVRiLLlfeRE (looking to see that the door is shut) 
No nation, sir, can live its natural life, 

Or think its thoughts in these days unassailed, 

No crown-capt head enjoy tranquillity. 
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The fount of such high spring-tide of disorder, 
Fevered disquietude, and forceful death, 

Is One,— -a single man. He — need I name? — 
The ruler is of France. 

Fox 

Well, in the past 

I fear that it has looked so. But we see 
Good reason still to hope that broadening views, 
Politer wisdom, now are helping him 
To saner guidance of his arrogant car. 

Gevrilliere 

The generous hope will never be fulfilled ! 
Ceasing to bluff, then ceases he to be. 

None sees that written largelier than himself. 

Fox 

Then what may be the valued revelation 
That you can unlock in such circumstance ? 

Sir, I incline to spell you as a spy, 

And not the honest help for honest men 
You gave you out to be ^ 

CxEVRILIjkRK 

I beg you, sir, 

To spare me that suspicion. Never a thought 
Could be more groundless. Solemnly I vow 
That notwithstanding wdiat his signals show 
The Emperor of France is as I say. — 

Yet bring I good assurance, and declare 
A medicine for all bruised Europe’s sores ! 

Fox (impatiently) 

Well, parley to the point, for I confess 

No new negotiation do I note 

That you can open up to work such cure, 

Gevrilliere 

To speak then to the point permit me, sir: — 
The sovereign remedy for an ill effect 
Is the extinction of its evil cause. 
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Safely and surely how to compass this 
I have the weighty honour to disclose. 

Certain immunities being guaranteeti 

By those your power can influence, and yourself. 

Fox (astonished) 

Assassination ? 

Gevrilliere 

I care not for names ! 

A deed’s true name is as its purpose is. 

The lexicon of Liberty and Peace 
Defines not this deed as assassination ; 

Though maybe it is writ so in the tongue 
Of courts and universal tyranny. 

Fox 

Why brought you this proposal here to me? 
GevrilijLre 

My knowledge of your love of things humancj 
Things free, things fair, of truth, of tolerance, 

Right, justice, national felicity, 

Pi'ompted belief and hope in such a man ! — 

The matter is by now well forwarded, 

A house at Plassy hired as pivot-point 
From which the sanct intention can be worked. 

And soon made certain. To our good allies 
No risk attaches ; merely to ourselves. 

Fox (touching a private bell) 

Sir, your unconscienced hardihood confounds me, 

And your mind’s measure of my character 
Insults it sorely. By your late-sent lines 
Of specious import, by your bland address, 

I have been led to prattle hopefully 
With a cut-throat confessed ! 

The bead constable and the secretary enter at the same moment. 

Ere worse befall, 

Sir, up and get you gone most dexterously I 
Conduct this man ; lose never sight of him (to the officer] 
Till haled aboard ‘some anchor-weighing craft 
Bound to remotest coasts from us and France. 
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Gevrillii^re (unmoved) 

How you may handle me concerns me little. 

The project will as roundly ripe itself 
Without as with me. Trusty souls remain. 

Though my far bones bleach white on austral shores ! — 

! thank you for the audience. Long ere this 
I might have reft your life ! Ay, notice heie — 

(He produces a dagger ; which is snatched from him ) 

They need not have done that ! Even had you ^'isen 
To wrestle with, insult, strike, pinion me, 

It would have lain unused. In hands like mine 
And my allies’, the man of peace is safe, 

Treat as he may our corporal tenement 
In his misreading of a moral code. 

[Exeunt GEVRiLLihRE and the constable. 

Fox 

Trotterj -indeed you well may stare at me 1 
I look warm, eh ? — and I am windless, too ; 

I have sufficient reason to be so. 

That dignified and pensive gentleman 
Was a bold brayo, waiting for his chance. 

He sketched a scheme for murdering Bonaparte, 

Either — as in my haste I understood — 

By shooting from a window as he passed, 

Or by some other wry and stealthy means 
That haunt sad brains which brood on despotism, 

But lack the tools to justly cope therewith ! . , . 

On later thoughts I feel not fully sure 
If, in my ferment, 1 did right in this. 

No ; hail at once the man in charge of him, 

And give the word that he is to be detained. 

The secretary goes out. Fox walks to the window m deep reflection nil 
the secretary returns. 

Secretary 

I was in time, sir. He has been detained. 

Fox 

Now what does strict state-honour ask of me ? — 

No less than that I bare this poppling plot 
To the French ruler and our fiercest foe ! — 
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Maybe ^twas but a hoax to pocket pay ; 

And yet it can mean more . . . 

The man's indifference to his own vague doom 
Beamed out as one exalted trait in him, 

And showed the altitude of his rash dream !■ — 
Well, now Pll get me on to Downing Street, 

There to draw up a note to Talleyrand 
Retailing him the facts. — What signature 
Subscribed this desperate fellow when he wrote ? 

Secretary 

“Guillet de la Gevrilli^re.” Here it stands. 

Fox 

Doubtless it was a false one. Come along. 
(Looking out of the window.) 

Ah — ^here’s Sir Francis Vincent : he’ll go with us. 
Ugh, what a twing'e ! Time signals that he draws 
Towards the twelfth stroke of my working-day I 
I fear old England soon must voice her speech 
With Europe through another mouth than mine 1 

Secretary 

I trust not, sir. Though you should rest awhile. 
The very servants half are invalid 
From the unceasing labours of your post, 

And these cloaked visitors of every clime 
That market on your magnanimity 
To gain an audience morning, night, and noon, 
Leaving you no respite. 

Fox 

'Tis true ; 'tis true.-— 
How I shall love my summer holiday 
At pleasant S aint- Ann’s Hill I 

He leans on the secretary’s arm, and they go out 
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SCENE II 

THE ROUTE BETWEEN LONDON AND PARIS 

A view now nocturnal, now diurnal, from on high over the Straits oi 
Dover, and stretching from city to city By night Pans and London seem 
each as a little swaim of lights surrounded b)'- a halo ; by day as a confused 
glitter of white and grey. The Channel between them is as a mirror 
reflecting the sky, brightly or faintly, as the hour may be 

Spirit of the Pities 

What 7nean these couriers shooting shuttlewise 
To Paris a7id fo Lo7ido?z^ turn and turn ^ 

Rumoui^S (chanting in antiphons) 

I 

The aforesaid tidmgs frotn the mmister^ spokesmazt hi England's 
cause to states afar^ 


II 

Traverse the u^atei's borne by one of such; and thereto Bonaparte^s 
7%\spomes are : 


I 

“ The principles of honour and of truth which ever actuate the 
sender's mind 


II 

“ Herein are written largely / Take our thanks : we read ihai 
this L on juncture undesigned 

I 

Unfolds feliciious means of showing you that still our eyes are 
sei^ as yours ^ on peace^ 

II 

“ To which great end the Treaty of Amien s must be the ground- 
work of our amities P 

I 

From London then: “ The path to amity the King of England 
studies to pursue ; 
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« Russia /land in hand he is yours to close ike long con- 
vulsions thrilling Europe throughl' 

I 

Still fare the shadowy missioners across^ by Dotier-road ana 
Calau Channel-track^ 


II 

From Thames-side towers to Paris palace- gates ; from Paris 
leisurely to London back. 


\ 

Till thus speaks France: Much grief it gives us that^ being 
pledged to treaty one E7nperor with one Eing, 

II 

“ You yet have struck a jarring counternote and tone that keys 
not with such promising. 

I 

In these last wo7’ds, then., of this prcgtiant park ; I trust I may 
persuade your Excellency 

II 

That in no circumstance.^ on no pretence.^ a party to our pact can 
Russia beP 


Spirit Sinister 

Fortunately for the manufacture of corpses by machutery 
NapoMon sticks to this veto^ and so wm^ds off the awkward 
catastrophe of a general peace descendmg upon Europe. Now 
England. 

Rumours (continuing) 

I 

Thereon speeds down through Kent and Picardy., evenly as some 
southing sky-bird/s shade : 

II 

** IVe gather not from your Imperial lines a reason why out 
words should be reweighed* 
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a 


l^e hold to Russia 7 iof as our ally that is to be : she stands full- 
plighted so; 


II 


Thus trembles peace upon this balance-point : zvtll you that 
Russia be let in or 7io 

I 

Theii France 7’olls out rough words ac7'0ss the strait : “ To treat 
with you confederate with the Tsai^ 


II 

“ Presumes us sunk in sloughs of slianiefulness from which we 
yet sta?id gloriously afar / 

I 

“ The English aivny must be Flanders-flung^ and entering Picardy 
with pompous prcmce^ 

n 

“ To warrant such f Enough. Our comfort is^ the ciime op 
further strife lies not with France 

Spirit of the Pities 

Alas ! what prayer will save the struggling lands, 

Whose lives are ninepins to these howling hands ? 

Chorus of Rumours 

France secretly with — Russia plights her troth / 

Britain, that lonely isle, is slurred by both. 

Spirit Sinister 

It is a'i 7ieat as an imcovei^cd check at chess I You may now 
tnark Fox^s blank countenance at findmg himself thus rewarded 
for the good turn done to Bonaparte, and at the extraordinary 
C 07 iduct of his chilly friend the Muscovite. 

Spirit of the Pities 

His hand so trembles it can scarce retain 

The quill wherewith he lets Lord Yarmouth know 

Reserve is no more needed! 
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Spirit Ironic 

Now enters another character of this reinarkable little piece — 
Lord LemderdaUz — and again the messc7igers fly / 

Spirit of the Pities 

But what strange figure^ pale and noiseless^ co77tes^ 

By us perceived^ tmrecog7ii:;cd by tliose^ 

Into the very closet and retreat 
Of E?iglamfs Minister ? 

Spirit of the Years 

The Tipstaff he 

Of the Willy the Many-fnaskedy 7ny good friend Death, — 

The states7nan’s feeble form you may percewe 

Now hustled mto the Invisible y 

And the unfinished game of Dynasties 

Left to proceed without him I 

Spirit of the Pities 

HerCy fheuy ends 

My hope for Europis reason~7a7vught repose / 

He 7vas the friend of peace — did his great best 
To shed her bahns tipon htmianity; 

And flow hds gone ! No substitute remains. 

Spirit Ironic 

Ay; the remainder of tJie episode is frafikly farcical. Negotia- 
tions are again affected; but finally you discern Lcmderdale^^^ 
applying for passports ; and the English Farliamen^^^^^To 
the nation that peace with France cafimt be made. 

Rumours (concluding) 

I 

The smouldering dudgeon of the Prussian kingy meanwhile, upon 
the horizon’s rim afar 

II 

Bursts into running flame, that all Ms signs of friendliness were 
met by monies for war, 

I 

Attend and hear, for hear ye faintly may, Ms manifesto made at 
Erfurt iowm 
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II 

That to arms 071 ly he 72010 co}2fide the safety a 7 id the Jio 7 iour 

of /as C 7 'GW 7 Z I 

Spirit of the Years 

Dz'aw dottm the cicz'tam^ then^ azid ovezscreeTi 
This too-p7'ot7‘acted vei'bal fenchig-sccne ; 

A ad let 21s hirzi to clanging foot and ho7'se^ 

Ord7ia7Ke^ and all the e 72 gtnry of Foi'ce / 

Clouds close over the perspective. 


SCENE III 

THE STREETS OF BERLIN 

It is afternoon, and the thoroughfares are crowded with citizens in an 
excited and anxious mood A cential path is left open for some expected 
arrival 

There enters on hoiscback a fair woman, whose rich brown curls stream 
flatteringly in the brewe, and whose long blue habit flaps against the flank of 
hci curvetting white maio She is the renow n ed Lou i s A. , Q c kf N 
P^jssjrv^ ^riding at the head of a regiment of hussars and weaTing their 
uniform. As she piances along the thronging citizens acclaim her enthusi- 
astically. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Who is ihi f fi'agilc Fair, in fighting trim ? 

Spirit of the Years 

She is the pride of Prussia, whose resolve 
Gives ballast to the piapose of her spouse. 

And holds hint to what men call gover7ting. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Queens have e7igaged m war ; but war^s loud trade 
Rings with a roar tmfiaiural, fitful, forced. 

Practised by woma7i^s ha7ids / 

Spirit of the Years 

Qf her we view 

The enterprise is that of scores of 7nen, 

The strength but halfa-onds. 
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Spirit op the Pities 
Would fate had ruled 

The valour had been his^ Jm’s but the charm ! 

Spirit of Rumour 

But he has nothmg and she has alL 
The shameless satires of the bulletins 
Dispatched to Paris, thence the wide world through, 
Disturb the dreams of her by those who love her, 

A nd thus her brave adventures for the realm 
Have blurred her picture, soiled her gentleness. 

And wrought her credit harrn. 

First Citizen (vociferously) 

Yes, by God : send an ultiinatuxn to Paris forthwith ; that’s 
what we’ll do, by God. This Confederation of the Rhine was 
the evil thought of an evil man bent on ruining us ! 

Second Cfuzen 

This country double-faced and double-tongued, 

This France, or rather say, indeed, this Man — 

(Peoples are honest dealers in the mass) — 

This man, to sign a stealthy scroll with Russia 
That shuts us off from all indemnities, 

While swearing faithful friendship with our King, 

And, still professing our safe wardenry, 

To fatten other kingdoms at our cost, 

Insults us grossly, and makes Europe clang 
With echoes of our wrongs. Tht little states 
Of this antique and homely German land 
Are severed from their blood-allies and kin — 

Hereto of one tradition, interest, hope — 

In calling lord this rank adventurer, 

Who’ll thrust them as a sword against ourselves;— 

Surely Great Frederick sweats within his tomb! 

Third Citizen 

Well, we awake, though we have slumbered long* 

And She is sent by Heaven to kindle us. 

The Queen approaches to pass back again with her suite. The vociferous 
applause is repeated. They regard her as she nears. 
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To cry her Amazon, a blusterer, 

A brazen comrade of the bold dragoons 
Whose uniform she dons 1 Her, whose each act 
Shows but a mettled modest woman’s zeal, 

Without a hazard of her dignity 
Or moment’s sacrifice of seemliness, 

To fend off ill from home ! 

Fourth Citizen (entering) 

The tidings fly that Russian Alexander 

Declines with emphasis to ratify 

The pact of his ambassador with France, 

And that the offer made the English King 
To compensate the latter at our cost 
Has not been taken. 

Third Citizen 

And it never will be ! 

Thus evil does not always flourish, faith. 

Throw down the gage while God is fair to us ; 

He may be foul anon I (A pause.) 

Fifth Citizen (entering) 

Our ambassador Lucchesini is already leaving Paris. He 
could stand the Emperor no longer, so the Emperor said he 
could not stand Lucchesini. Knobelsdorf, who takes his place, 
has decided to order his snuff by the ounce and his candles by 
the pound, lest he should not be there long enough to use more. 
The Queen goes by, and they gaze at her and at the escort of soldieis. 
Haven’t we soldiers ? Haven’t we the Duke of Brunswick to 
command ’em? Haven’t we provisions, hey? Haven’t we 
fortresses and an Elbe, to bar the bounce of ^n invader? 

The cavalcade passes out of sight and the crowd draws off. 

First Citizen 

By God, I must to beer and ’bacco, to soften my rage ! 

[Exeunt citizens. 

Spirit of the Years 

So doth the Will objectify Itself 
In likeness of a sturdy peojlds wrath^ 
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W/dc/i iakes no count of the new trends of iime^ 

Trusting ebbed glory in a f resent need , — 

IVhat if their strength should equal not their fre, 

And their devotion dull their vigilance f — 

Uncertainly,, by fits,, the Will doth work 
In Brunstidek^s blood, their chief, as in themselves; 

It ramifies in streams that mtermit 

And make their movement vague, old fashioned, slow 

To foil the moder7i 77ietkods cou7iferfoscd! 

EvcBing descends on the city, and it grows dusk. The soldiers being 
dismissed from duty, some young officers in a frolic of defiance halt, draw 
their swords and whet them on the steps of the French Ambassador’s 
residence as they pass. The noise of whetting is audible through the street. 

Chorus of the Pities (aerial music) 

The soul of a nation distrest 
Is aflaine. 

And heavmg with eager unrest 
In its aim 

To assert its old prowess, and stouten its chrofiicled fa7ne I 
Semichorus I 

It boils in a boisterous thrill 
Through the 77iart, 

Unconscious well-nigh as the Will 
Of its part : 

Would it wholly 7night he so, and feel not the forthco7ning 
STnartf 


Semichorus II 

In conclaves no voice of reflection 
Is heard, 

Kmg, Councillors, grudge circumspection 
^ A wof^d, 

And victory is visioned, a7id see77tings as facts are averred* 
Chorus 

Yea, the soul of a nation distrest 
Is aflarm, 

And heaving with eager unrest 
In its aim 

At supreine desperations to blazon the national name I 
Midnight stril?es, lights are extinguished one by one» and the sc^ne 
disappears* 
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SCENE IV 

THE ITKI-D OF JENA 

Day has just dawned thiough a giey October haze The French, with 
their backb to the nebulous light, loom out and show themselves to be 
already under arms ; La^nnks holding the centre, Ni:y the right, Soult the 
extreme right, and Augkreau the left. The Imperial' Guard and " Mc .R.vr's 
cavalry are drawn up bn the Lahdgrafenberg, behind the centre of the French 
position. In a valley stretching along to the rear of this height flows noith- 
ward towards the Elbe the little river Saale, on w'hich the town of Jena stands. 

On the irregular plateaux in front of the French lines, and almost close to 
the latter, are the Prussians under Tauenziex , and away on their right 
rear towards Weimar thc^bulE of the army under Prince Hoiifnlohe 
T he Duke of Brunswick (father of the Princess of Wales) iTTi’^vrrailes 
off with liis force at Auerstadt, in the valley of the Ilm. 

Enter Napoli^on, and men bearing torches who escort him. He moves 
along the front of his tioops, and is lost to view behind the mist and 
surrounding objects. But his voice is audible. 

Napoleon 

Keep you good guard against their cavalry, 

In past repute the formidablest known, 

And such it may be now ; so asks our heed. 

Receive it, then, in square, unflinchingly. — 

Remember, men, last year you captured "Ulm, 

So make no doubt that you wall vanquish these I 

Soldiers 

Long live the Emperor ! Advance, advance ! 

Napoleon 

Nay, caution, men ! Tis mine to time your deeds 
By light of long experience : yours to do them. 

DUMB SHOW 

Almost immediately glimpses reveal that ^ANXES* corps is moving forward, 
and amid an unbroken clatter of fiielocks spr^dTout further and wider upon 
the stretch of country m front of the Landgrafenberg The Prussians, sur- 
prised at discerning in the fog such masses of the enemy close at hand, recede 
towards the Ilm. 

From Prince Hotienlohe, w ho is with the body of the Prussians on the 
Weimar rwid toTHe"sout^^ perspiring the bulk of the infantry to rally 
the retreating regiments of Tauenzien, and he hastens up himself with the 
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cavalry and artillery. The action is renewed between him and N ey as the 
clocks of Jena strike ten. 

But Augereau is seen coming to Nicy’s assistance on one flank of the 
Prussians, Soult bearing down on the other, while Napoleon on the Land- 
grafenberg orders the Imperial Guard to advance. The doomed Prussians 
ate diiven back, this time more decisively, falling in gieat numbeisand losing 
many as prisoners as they reel down the sloping land towards the banks of the 
llm behind them. General Ruciiei,, m a last despairing effort to rally, 
faces the French onset liTpeTsbn and alone. He leceives a bullet through the 
chest and falls dead. 

The crisis of the struggle is 1 cached, though the battle is not over. 
N.'VPOLitoN, discerning from the Landgrafenbeig that the decisive moment 
has come, directs Mur'at to sweep forwaid wath all his cavalry. It engages 
the shattered Prussians, surrounds them, and cuts them dowm by thousands 

From behind the horiaon, a dozen miles off, between the dm of guns m the 
visible battle, there can be heaid an ominous roar, as of a second invisible 
battle in progress there. Generals and other officers look at each other and 
hazard conjectures between whiles, the French with e.xultation, the Prussians 
gloomily. 


Hohenlohe 

That means the Duke of Brunswick, I conceive, 
Impacting on the enemy’s further force 
Led by, they say, D^^yout and Berwadotte. . 
God grant his star less lurid rays than ours, 

Or this too pregnant, hoarsely-groaning day 
Shall, ere jts loud delivery be done, 

Have twinned disasters to the fatliexdand 
That fifty years will fail to sepulchre I 

Enter a straggler on horseback. 


Straggler 

Prince, I have circuited by AuSrstadt, 

And bring ye dazzling tidings of the fight, 

Which, if report by those who saw’t be true, 

Has raged thereat from clammy day-dawn on, 

And left us victors I 

Hohenlohe 

Thitherwai'd go I, 

And patch the mischief wrought upon us here 1 

Enter a second and then a third straggler. 

Well, wet-faced men, whence come ye ? What d^e bring? 



scene IV 


PART SECOA’D 


159 


Stragot,i:r II 

Your Highness, I rode straight fiom Hassenhausen, 

Across the stream of baUlc it boded 
Betwixt that village anci the banks of Saale, 

And such the tuimo.l that no nia.n could speak 
On what the issue was I 

liOIIENJ.Oiir. tio Straggler III) 

Can you add aught ? 

Stragclkr III 

Nothing that!s clear, your Highness. 

Hohjzxloht: 

IMan, your mien 
Is that of one who knows, but will noi say. 

Detain him heic. 

Straggler III 

The blackness of my news. 

Your Highness, daiks niy sense' ... I saw this much; 
The Duke of Biun^wick, spurring on to head 
Plis chaiging grenadiers, received in the face 
A grape-shot sticdce tliat goug-cd out half of tt, 

Proclaiming then and there his life fordone. 

lIOlIJ.XLOnE 

Fallen ? Brimswic'k I lU‘ed in council, rock in fire . . , 
Ah, this he lookctl for. Many a tunc of late 
Has he, by some strange gift of foreknowing. 

Declared his fate was hovering in such wise 1 

S'l'KAGGLER III 

His aged form being borne beyond the btnfc, 

The gallant Moellendorf, in flushed despair, 

Swore he would not survive ; and, pressing on, 

He, too, was slaughtered. Paiuoiic rage 

Brimmed marshals' breasts and men's. The King himself 

Fought like the commonest. But nothing seived. 

Plis horse is slain , Ins own doom yet unknown 
Prince William, too, 1 '=: wounded. Brave Schmetiau 
Is broke ; himself disabled. All give way, 

And regiments crash iixe trees at fellmg-timc 1 
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liOHENLOHE 

No more. We match it here. The yielding lines 
Still sweep us backward. Backward we must go ! 

[Exeunt Hoiienlohe, Staff, stragglers, etc 

The Prussian retreat from Jena quickens to a lout, many thousands being 
taken prisoneis by Murat, who pursues them to Weimar, wheie the inhabitants 
fly shrieking through the streets. 

The October day closes in to evening. By this time the troops retiring with 
the King of Prussia from the second battlefield of Au^rstadt have intersected 
Ruchel's and Hohenlohe’s flying battalions from Jena. The crossing 
streams of fugitives strike panic into each other, and the tumult increases with 
the thickening darkness till night renders the scene invisible, and nothing 
remains but a confused diminishing noise, and fitful lights here and there. 

The fog of the morning returns, and curtains all. 


SCENE V 

BERLIN. A ROOM OVERLOOKING A PUBLIC PLACE 

A fluttering gioup of ladies is gathered at the window, gating out and con- 
versing anxioubly. The time diaws towaids noon, when the clatter of a 
galloping horse’s hoofs is heard echoing up the long Potsdamer-Stra&se, and 
presently turning into the I^^eipzigcr-Strasse reaches the open space commanded 
tjy lire ladies’ outlook. It ceases before a Government building opposite them, 
and the rider disappears into the courtyard. 

First Lady 

Yes : surely he is a courier from the field ! 

Second Lady 

Shall we not hasten down, and take from him 

The doom his tongue may deal us ? 

TI'Iird Lady 

We shall catch 

As soon by watching here as hastening hence 

The tenour of his news. (They wait ) Ah, yes : see — see 

The bulletin is straightway to be nailed 1 

He was, then, from the field. . . . 

They wait on while the bulletin is affixed. 

Second Lady 

I cannot scan the words the scroll proclaims ; 

Peer as I will, these too quick-thronging dreads 
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Bring water to the eyes. Grant us, good Heaven, 

That victory be where she is needed most 

To pro\e Thy goodness ! . . . What do you make of it? 

Third Lady (reading, through a glass) 

The battle stiains us sorely ; but resolve 
May save us even now. Our last attack 
Has failed, with fearful loss. Once more we strive.^"' 

A long silonce in the room Another rider is heard approaching, above the 
murmur of the gathering citizens. The second lady looks out. 

Second Lady 

A straggler merely he. . . . But they decide, 

At last, to post his news, wild-w inged or no. 

Third Lady (icadmg again through her glass) 

The Duke of Brunswick, leading on a charge, 

Has met his death-doom. Schmettau, too, is slain ; 

Trincc William wounded. But we stand as yet, 

Engaging with the last of our reserves.” 

The agit.Uioii m the .stuvl connnmucates itself to the room. Sonic of the 
ladies wet p silently as they wait, nmeh longer this time. Another horseman 
is at leiigtli hoard ckitteimg into the idatz, and they lean out again with 
painful eagei ness 

Second Lady 

An adjutant of Marshal Moellendorf’s, 

If 1 define him rightly. Read — O read I — 

Though reading draw them from their socket-holes 
Use your eyes now ! 

Third Lady (glass up) 

As soon as Tis affixed. , . . 

Ah — this means much ! The people’s air and gait 
Too well l^etray disaster. (Reading ) “ Berliners, 

The King has lost the battle ! Bear it well. 

The foremost duty of a citizen 
Is to maintain a bi'ave tranquillity. 

This is what I, the Governor, demand 

Of men and women now. . . . The King lives still.” 

They turn from the window and sit in a silence broken only by monosyllabic 
words, healing abstractedly the dismay without that has followed the previous 
excitement and hope. 
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The stagnation is ended by a cheering outside, of subdued emotional quality, 
mixed with sounds of giief. They again look forth , Louisa is 

leaving the city with a very small escort, and the populace seem overcome. 
They strain their eyes after her as she disappeais. 

Enter fourth lady. 

First Lady 

How does she bear it ? Whither does she go ? 
Fourth Lady 

She goes to join the King at Ciistrin, there 
To abide events — as we. Her heroism 
So schools her sense of her calamities 
As out of grief to carve new queenliness, 

And turn a mobile mien to statuesque, 

Save for a sliding tear. 

The ladies leave the window severally. 

Spirit Ironic 

St) the Will plays at flux and nflux stilL 
This monarchy^ oncdialf whose pedestal 
Is built of Polish bones, has bones ho/ne-made f 
Let the fair wo^nan bear it. Poland did. 

Spirit of the Years 

Meanwhile the mighty Emperor nears apace, 

And soon will glitter at the city gates 
With palpitating drums, and breathing brass. 

And rampant joyfuijinglmg retinue. 

An evening mist cloaks the scene. 


SCENE VI 

THE SAME 

It is a brilliant morning, with a fresh breeze, and not a cloud. The open 
Platz and the adjoining streets are filled with dense crowds of citizenst in 
whose upturned faces curiosity has mastered consternation and grief. 

Martial music is heard, at first faint, then louder, followed by a trampling 
of innumerable horses and a clanking of arms and accoutrements. Through 
a street on the right hand of the view from the windows come troops of 
French dragoons heralding the arrival of Bonapaktf.. 

Re-enter the room hurriedly and cross to the windows several ladies as 
before, some in tears. 
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First Lady 

The kingdom late of Prussia, can it be 
That thus it disappears ? — a patriot-cry, 

A battle, bravery, ruin ; and no more ? 

SlCOXh L\dy 

Thank Cod ilic Queen s ^onc ! 

TfijRD Lady 

To what sanctuary? 

From earthquake shocks there is no sheltering cell! 
— Is this v.hat men call conquest? !M'jsL it close 
As histOTicd conquests do, or be annulled 
By modei'n rca'^on and the urbaner sense ? — 

Such issue none would venture lo predict, 

Yet folly 'twcrc to nourish foreshaped fears 
And sulicr in conjcctuic and in deed. — 

If veiily our country be dislimbcd, 

Then at I lie mercy of his domination 
The face of cailh will he, and vassal kings 
Stand wMiiing on himself the 0\crking, 

Who ruling them rules all j till dcsperatencss 
Sting and excite a bonded last le'^istance, 

And woik its own release. 

SiccoN'i) Lady 

He comes even no\v 

From sacrilege. 1 learn that, since the tight, 

In marching here by Potsdam ycstculay, 

Sans-Soiici Palace diew his ciuious feci, 

Whcic even great Frcdenclds tomb was baicd to him. 

FotMCTii Lady 

All objects in the Palace — cared for, kept 
Even as they were when our arch -monarch died — 
The books, the chair, the inkhorn, and the pen 
He qui7/cd w'uh flippant cui’osity ; 

And cnteiing wdicrc our hcio's lioncs arc timed 
He seized the sword and standaids treasured there, 
And with a mi.xcd cffronteiy and regard 
Declared they should be all dispatched to Pans 
As gifts to the JIdiei dcs Jnyalides. 
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Third Lady 

Such rodomontade is cheap : what matters it ! 

A galaxy of marshals, forming Napoleon’s staff, now enters the Platsi 
iimneduitely before the windows. In the midst rides the Empekor himself, 
'rhe ladies me silent The procession posses along the front until it reaches 
the entuioce to the R03MI Palace. At the door NapoliSon descends from 
his horse and goes into the building amid the lesonant triinipetings of his 
soklicih and the silence of the crowd 

Second Lady (impressed) 

O why does such a man debase himself 
By countenancing loud scurrility 
Against a queen who cannot make reprise ! 

A power so ponderous needs no littleness — 

The last resort of feeble desperates I 
Enter fifth lady. 

Fifth Lady (breathlessly) 

Humiliation grows acuter still 
He placards rhetoric to his soldiery 
On their distress of us and our allies, 

Declaring he’ll not stack away his arms 

Till he has choked the remaining foes of France 

In their own gainful glut. — ^Whom means he, think you ? 

First Lady 

Us? 

Third Lady 
Russia ? Austria ? 

Fifth Lady 

Neither : England. — Yea, 

Her he still holds the master mischief-mind, 

And marrer of the countries’ quietude, 

By exercising untold tyranny 
Over all ports and seas. 

Second Lady 

Then England’s doomed ! 

When he has overturned the Russian rule, 

England* comes next for wrack. They say that know 1 , , « 
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Look — he has entered by the Royal doors 
And makes the Palace his — Now lei us go 1 — 

Our course, alas i is — whither? 

[Exeunt ladies. 

The curtain drops tenijjoi arily 

Skmichorus I OF Ironic Spirits (aerial music) 
Deem//i£ himself ommfoient 
With the Kings of the Christian continent^ 

To warden the waves was hts further bent, 

Semichorus II 

But the weaving Will fi'om eternity^ 

{Hemming them in by a circling sea) 

Evolved the fleet of the Englishry. 

Semichorus I 

The wane of his armaments ill-advised^ 

At Trafalgdr^ to a foire desfised^ 

Was a wound which never has cicatrized. 

Semichorus II 

This^ 0 this is the cramp that grips 1 
And freezes the Emperor's p'nger-tips 
E'rom sij^ning a peace with the Land of Ships 

CHORUb 

The Universal-empire plot 

Demands the rule of that wa7tc-walled spots 

And peace with England cometh not 1 

THE SCENE REOPENS 

A lurid gloom now envelops the Platz and city ; and Bonapai te is heard as 
from the Palace ; 

Voice of Napoleon 

These monstrous violations being m train 
Of law and national integrities 
By Pinglish arrogance in things maiine, 

(Which dares to capture simple merchant-craft. 

In honest quest of harmless merchandize, 

For crime of kinship to a hostile power) 
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Our vast, effectual, and majestic strokes 
In tliis unmatched campaign, enable me 
To bar from commerce with the Continent 
All keels of English frame. Hence I decree ; — 

Spirit of Rumour 

Tins ou f lines li/s re^towned “ Berli n De^rceP 
Maybe he meditates its scheme in sleepy 
Or hints it to his suite ^ or syllables it 
While shapings to his scribes. 

Voice of NapoliSon (continuing) 

All England’s ports to suffer strict blockade ? 

All traffic with that land to cease forthwith ; 

All natives of her isles, wherever met, 

To be detained as windfalls of the war. 

All chattels of her make, material, mould, 

To be good prize wherever pounced upon : 

And never a bottom hailing from her shores 
But shall be barred from every h;x\ cn here. 

This for her monstroub harms to human rights, 

And shameless saucincss to neighbour powers 1 

Spirit Sinister 

7 spell herein that our excellently high-coloured drama is not 
played out yet/ 

Spirit of the Years 

JVor mill it be for many a month of moans, 

Jtnd summer shocks, and winter-whitened bones. 

The night gets darker, and the Pakice outlino<; are lost 


SCENE VII 

TILSIT AND THE RIVER NIEMEN 

The scene is viewed from the windows of Bonapakte’s temporary quarters, 
Some sub-officers of his suite are looking out upon it. 

It is the day after midsummer, about one o'clock. A multitude of 
soldiery and spectators lines each bank of tlie broad river which, stealing 
slowly north-west, bears almost exactly in its midst a moored raft of bonded 
timber. On this as a floor stands a gox'geous pavilion of draped woodwork, 
having at each side, facing the respective banks of the stream, a round-headed 
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doorway richly festooned. The cmnVje’ some cieciion acquires from ihe 
current a rhythmical mov<nnent, as if it nere Ireathing, and the breeze now 
and then produces a shiver on ihe face of the sneani 

DUMB SHOW 

On the south-west or 1‘iussian side rides the Empekor N\poi.£on in 
uniform, attended by die (jRand Duke <jp Berg, the Prince of 
Neufchatel, T^Iarsiial Hfssii kj s, Dukol Maishal of the Palace, and 
Caulaincourt Master of the IIor-.e d'he Emperor looks well, but is 
gi owing fat. They embaik on an ornamental baigc in fiontof them, which 
immediately puts off. It is now appaient to the watchers that a piccisely 
similar enactment has simultaneously taken place on the opposite or Russian 
bank, the chief figure being the Emperor ALLX\Nr>rR — a gi aceful, flexible 
man of thirty, with a courteous manner and good-natured face Ho has 
come out from an inn on that side, acconipanietl by the Grand-Duki: 
Constantine, Generai. Benmgsen, Gicneral Olwaroff, Prince 
Labanoff, and Adjutant-Gen erat. Count Diem:n 

The two barges draw tow ards the raft, reaching the opposite sides of it 
about the same time, amidsi discharges of cannon Each Emperor enters the 
door that faces him, and meeting ni the centre of the pavilion they foimally 
embrace each other. They riTire together to the screened intcnor, the suite 
of each remaining in the outer halt of the pavilion. 

More than an hour passes while they are thus imisible The Fiench 
officers who have observed the scone fiom the lodging of XAPOufoN walk 
about idly, and ever and anon go curiously to the windows, again to watch 
the laft. 


Chorus of thk Yi ^rs (aennl music) 

TAh prehide to this smooth cne — mark 'luell f — the shocks 
whereof the times i>ave token 

Vaguely to us ere last yeads s7iows shut over Lithuanian fine 
and fooU 

Which we told at the fall of the faded leaf when the fride oj 
Prussia was Imdsed and In oken^ 

And the Jlfan of Adventure sat in the scat of the Man of Method 
and rigid Rule, 


SliMICHORUS I OF THIS PiTTES 


Snows incarnadined wei-e thine, 

AndffoSenlakes^ and frozen limbs, and blood iced hard as it left 

the veins : 


Steehcased squadrons s^valhed in cloud-drift, fhmgmg to doo?n 
through pathless places. 

And forly thousand dead and near dead, strewing the early- 
' nighted plains^ 
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Semichorus II 

Friedland to these adds its tale of viciiins^ its mid7iighr inarches 
and hot collisions 

Its plunge^ at his wo/’d^ on the eficmy hooped by the boidcd river 
and famed Mill stream^ 

As he shatltv^s the moves of the loosedcnil 7ntti07is to curb his 
exploitful souPs ambitions^ 

And their great Confederacy dissolves like the dioranna of a 
dream. 

DUMB SHOW (continues) 

NapoliSon and Alexander emerge from their seclusion, and each is 
beheld talking to the suite of his companion apparently m flatteung compli- 
ment. An effusive parting, which signifies itself to be but temporary, is 
followed by their retui n to the river shores amid the cheers of the spectators. 

Napoli^on and his marshals arrive at the door of his quarters and enter, 
and pass out of sight to other rooms than that of the foreground in which the 
observers are loitering. Dumb show ends. 

A murmured conversation grows audible, carried on by two persons m the 
crowd beneath the open windows. Their dress being the native one, and 
their tongue unfamiliar, they seem to the offiiceis to be merely inhabitants 
gossiping ; and their voicc.s continue unheeded. 

First Engijsh Spy ^ (below) 

Did you get much for me to send on ? 

Second Engusi-i Spy^ 

I have got hold of the substance of their parley. Surely no 
truce in European annals ever led to so odd an interview. They 
were like a belle and her beau, by God ! But, queerly enough, 
one of Alexander’s staff said to him as he reached the raft : 

Sire, let me humbly ask you not to forget your father’s fate I ” 
Grim~.Eh ? 

First Spy 

Anything about the little island which shall be nameless ? 
Second Spy 

Much; and startling, too. **Why are we at war?” says 
Napoleon when they met. — Ah — why 1 ” said t’other. — Well,” 
said Boney, I am fighting you only as an ally of the English, 
and you are simply serving them, and not yourself, in fighting 
me.”— ** In that case,” says Alexander, we shall soon be friends, 
for I owe her as great a grudge as you.” 

2- It has been conjectured of late that these adventurous spirits wer fc.gir fighert W ilson 
and, possibly ,. Lprd H utchinson, present there at imminent risks of their lives. 
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First Spy 

Dammy, go that length, did they ! 

Second Spy 

Then they plunged into the old story about English selfishness, 
and greed, and duplicity. But the climax related to Spam, and 
it amounted to this, they agieed that the Bourbons of the 
Spanish throne should be made to abdicate, and Bonaparte^s 
relations set up as sovereigns instead of them. 

First Spy 

Somebody must ride like hell to let our Cabinet know ! 

Second Spy 

I have written it down in cipher, not to trust to memory, and 
to guard against accidents. — They also agreed that France should 
have theXp^eJ^s dominions, Malta, and Egypt ; that Napoleon’s 
brother Joseph should liave Sicily as well as Naples, and that 
they would partition the Ottoman Empire between them. 

First Spy 

Cutting up Europe like a plum-pudding. Par nobile fratrum ! 

Second Spy 

Then the worthy pair came to poor Prussia, whom Alexander, 
they say, was anxious about, as he is under engagements to her. 
It seems that Napoleon agiees to restore to the King as many of 
his states as will cover Alexander’s promise, so that the Tsar 
may feel free to strike out in this new line with his new friend. 

First Spy 

Surely this is but surmise ? 

Second Spy 

Not at alL One of the suite overheard, and I got round him. 
There was much more, which I did not learn. But they are 
going to soothe and flatter the unfortunate King and Queen by 
asking them to a banquet here. 

First Spy 

Such a spirited woman will never come 1 
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Second Spy 

We shall sec. Whom necessity compels needs must: and 
she has gone through an Iliad of woes ! 

First Spy 

It is this Spanish business that will stagger England, by God I 
And now to let her know it. 

French Subaltern (looking out above) 

What are those townspeople talking about so earnestly, I 
wonder ? The lingo of this place has an accent akin to English, 

Second Subaltern 

No doubt because the races are both Teutonic. 

The spies observe that they are noticed, and disappear in the crowd. 

The curtain drops. 


SCENE VIII 

THE SAME 

The midsummer sun is low, and a long table in the aforeshown apartment 
is laid out for a dinner, among the decorations being bunches of the season's 
roses. 

At the vacant end of the room (divided from the dining end by folding- 
door.s, now open) there are discovered the Emperor Napot-iSon, the Grand- 
Dukk CoNS/tAiNTiNK^ Prince Henry oir Tl^ siArthe Prince Royal of 
Bavaria* the Grand DukE**qFT*^J^^ officers. 

'‘"‘’Efnter the Thar Ai.KXANbE'u. ' Napoli^on welcomes him, and the twain 
move apart firai[n“”tEe rektr^BoNAPARTE placing a chair for his visitor and 
flinging himself down on another, 

NAPOLt^:ON 

The comforts I can offer are not great, 

Nor is the accommodation more than scant 
That falls to me for hospitality ; 

But, as it is, accept. 

Alexander 

It serves me well. 

And to unbrace the bandages of state 
Is as clear air to incense-stified souls. 

What of the Queen ? 
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X \i'Oi.r'ox 

Slic s t.oiniiiy V uh the King. 

\Vc Inivc some ciuaitc r-hour to spare oi more 
Jjefore tbcir Majesnes arc timed foi us. 

ATJ XAND1:'R 

Good. I would spe;ik of them. Tint >he should show 
heic 

After the late events, betokens much! 

Abasement m so proud a womairs heait 

T-Ii 5 \oice grow 3 ircmuloub ) 

Is not wiihoiir a dash of painfulncss 
And I beseech you, sire, that you hold out 
Some soothing hope to her? 

Napoli^ox 
I have, already ’ — 

Xow, sire, to those affairs we entered on : 

Strong friendship, grown secure, bids me repeat 
That you have been much duped by your allies. 

Aia.x.VNUiiR show-j mo’ tificdiion. 

Rrussia's a shuffler, England a self-seeker, 

Xobiiity has shone in you alone. 

Your crior grew of over-generous dreams, 

And misbclicG by dullaid ministers. 

By treating personally \\c speed affrais 

INIorc m an hour than they m blundering months. 

BetW'Ccn us two, hcncefouh, must stand no third. 

There’s pciil in it, while England s mean ambition 
Still works to get us skewered by ihe ears ; 

And in tins view }OLir chiefs- of-staff concur. 

At.exaxdfr 

The judgment of my officers I share. 

Napoeeox 

To recapitulate. Nothing can greaten you 
Like this alliance, Pro\ idcnce has flung 
M)" good friend Sultan Scliin from his throne, 

Leaving me fiec in dealings with the Porte; 

And I discern the hour as one to end 
A rule that Time no longer lets coheie. 
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If I abstain, its spoils will go to swell 
The power of this same England, our annoy ; 

That country which enchains the trade of towns 
With such bold reach as to monopolize, 

Among the rest, the whole of Pctcisburg’s — 

Ay 1 —through her purse, friend, as the lender there ! — 
Shutting that purse, she may incite to— what ? 

Muscovy’s fall, its ruler’s murdering. 

Her fleet at any minute can encoop 
Youi's in the Baltic ; in the Black Sea, too ; 

And keep you snug as minnows in a glass 1 
Hence we, fast-fellowed by our mutual foes, 

Seaward the British, Germany by land, 

And having compassed, for our common good, 

The Turkish Empire’s due partitioning, 

As comrades can conjunctly rule the world 
To its own gain and our eternal fame ! 

Alexander (stirred and flushed) 

I see vast prospects opened ! — yet, in truth, 

Ere you, sire, broached these themes, their outlines loomed 
Not seldom in my own imaginings ; 

But with less clear a vision than endows 
So great a captain, statesman, philosoph, 

As centre in yourself ; whom had I known 
Sooner by some few years, months, even weeks, 

I had been spared full many a fault of rule. 

— Now as to Austria. Should wc call her in? 

Napoli^on 

Two in a bed I have slept, but never three. 

Alexander 

Ha-ha I Delightful. And, then nextly, Spain? 

NAPOLfiON 

I lighted on some letters at Berlin, 

Wherein King Caiios offered to attack me. 

A Bourbon, minded thus, so near as Spain, 

Is dangerous stuff. He must be seen to soon 1 * , * 

A draft, then, of our treaty being penned, 

We will peruse it later. If King George 
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Will not, upon the terms there offeied him, 

Conclude a ready peace, he can be forced. 

Trumpet yourself as France's fiini ally, 

And Austria will be fain to do the same : 

England, left nude to such joint harassment, 

Must shiver — fall. 

Alexander (with naive enthusiasm) 

It is a great alliance ! 

Napoleon 

Would it were one in blood as well as brain — 

Of family hopes, and sweet domestic bliss ! 

Alexander 

Ah — is it to my sister you refei ? 

Napoleon 

The launching of a lineal progeny 

Has been much piesscd upon me, much, of late, 

For reasons which I will not dwell on now. 

Staid counsellors, my brother Joseph, too, 

Urge that I loose the Empress by divorce, 

And re-wive promptly for the countiy’s good. 
Princesses even have been named for me ! — 
However this, to-day, is premature, 

And ’twixt ourselves alone. . . . 

The Queen of Prussia must ere long be here * 
Berthier escorts her. And the King, loo, comes. 
She’s one whom you admire ? 

Ai.exander (reddening ingenuously) 

Yes. . . . Formerly 

I had — did feel that some faint fascination 
Vaguely adorned her form. And, to be plain, 
Certain reports have been calumnious. 

And wronged an honest woman. 

Napoleon 

As I knew! 

But she is wearing thready : why, her years 
Must be full one-and-thirty, if she’s one. 

G 
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Alexander (quickly) 

No, sire. She’s twenty-nine. If trails teach more 

It means that cruel memory gnaws at her 

As fair inciter to that fatal war 

Which broke her to the dust 1 . . . I do confess 

(Since now we speak on’l) that this sacrifice 

Prussia is doomed to, still disquiets me. 

Unhappy Iving I When I recall the oaths 
Sworn him upon great Frederick’s sepulchre, 

And — and my promises to his sad Queen, 

It pricks me that his realm and revenues 
Should be stript down to the mere half they were ! 

Napoleon (coolly) 

Believe me, ’tis but my regard for you 

Which lets me leave him that ! Far easier ’twere 

To leave him none at all. 

[He rises and goes to the window. 
Rut here they aie. 

No ; it’s the Queen alone, with Bcithier 
As I directed. Then the King will follow. 

ALEXAND3CR 

Let me, sire, urge your courtesy to bestow 
Some gentle words on her ? 

NAPOLfiON 

Ay, ay ; I will. 

Enter gUEEN Lqp iSA^ of^Pjrussi a ori the arm of Rerthier. She appears 
in majestJCgarmSats ahT with'" a*' smite 'on her lips so'* that ^ her ^sUIl great 
beauty is imprc.ssivc. But her eyes bear traces of tcark* She accepts 
NAt»unf:ON'vS attentions with the stonnily sad air of a wounded beauty. 
Whilst she is being received the King arrives. He is a plain, .shy, honest- 
faced, awkward man, with a wrecked and solitary look. His manner to 
NAPOiatoN is, nevertheless, dignified, and even stitf. 

The company move into the inner half of the room, where the tables are, 
and the folding-doors being shut, they scat themselves at dinner, the Queen 
taking a place between NAPObfiON and Alexander. 

Napoleon 

Madame, I love magnificent attire ; 

But in the present instance can but note 
That each bright knot and jewel less adorns 
The brighter wearer than the wearer it I 
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Qu! iix .'With a sigh) 

You praise one. sire, whom now* the wanton woild 
Has leaint to cease from praising 1 But such words 
From such a quarter are of woith no less 

Napolkon 

Of worth as candour, madame : not as gauge. 

Your reach in rarity outsoars my scope. 

Yet, do you know, a troop of my hus^iars. 

That last October day, nigh captured you ? 

Queen 

Nay ' Never a single Frenchman did I see. 
Napoleon 

Not less it was that you exposed yourself, 

And should have been protected But at Weimar, 

Id ad you but sought me, h would have bettered you 

Queen 

I had no '/eal to meet you, sire, alas ! 

N.\P0LE0N (after a silence) 

And how^ at Memei do you sport with time? 

Queen 

Sport ? I ' — I pore on musty chronicles, 

And muse on usui'iDations long forgot. 

And other historied dramas of high wn-ong 

N A POLt'.ON 

Why con not annals of your own rich age ? 

They treasure acts well fit for pondering. 

Queen 

I am reminded too much of my age 
By having had to live in it. May Heaven 
Defend me now, and my wan ghost anon. 

From conning it again I 



176 


THE DYNASTS act i 

Napoli^on 

Alas, alas ! 

Too grievous, this, for one who is yet a queen ! 

Queen 

No ; I have cause for vials more of grief. — 

Prussia was blind in blazoning her power 
Against the Mage of Earth I . . . 

The embers of great Frederick’s deeds inflamed her ; 

PI is glories swelled her to her ruining. 

Too well has she been punished ! (Emotion stops hen) 

Alexander (in a low voice, looking anxiously at her) 

Say not so. 

You speak as all were lost Things are not thus ! 

Such desperation has unreason in it, 

And bleeds the hearts that crave to comfort you. 

Napoli^on (to the King) 

I trust the treaty, further pondered, sire, 

Has consolations ? 


King (curtly) 

I am a luckless man ; 

And muster strength to bear my lucklessness 
Without vain hope of consolations now. 

One thing, at least, I trust I have shown you, sire. 
That / provoked not this calamity ! 

At Anspach first my feud with you began- — 
Anspach, my Eden, violated and shamed 
By blushless tramplings of your legions there ! 

NapoiJon 

It’s rather late, methinks, to talk thus now. 

King (with more choler) 

Never too late for truth and plainspeaking 1 

NAPOLitON (blandly) 

To your ally, the Tsar, I must refer you. 

He was it, and not I, who tempted you 
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To push for war, when Eylau must have shown 
Your every profit to have lain in peace. — 

He can indemn ; yes, much or small : and may. 

King (with a head-shake) 

I would make up, would well make up, my mind 
1 o half my kingdom’s loss, could in such limb 
Ihit Ivlagdeburg not lie. Dear Magdeburg, 

Place of my heart-hold ; that I w’ould retain ! 

Napoleon 

Our words take not such paliern as is w^ont 
To grace occasions of festivity. 

[He turns brusquely fiom the King 

The banquet proceeds with a more general conveisation \\Ten finished a 
toast IS proposed . “ The Freedom of the Seas," and drunk with enthusiasm. 

Spirit Sinister 

Another hit at K7igland a7id her tiib^ I 
I hear harsh echoes froDi her chalky chmes. 

Spirit of the Pities 

O heed 7iot E7igJa7id 7ww I Still irad the Queeti. 

O 71 C grLe7>e^ to see her sj)end her pi'etiy spells 
Up 071 the man who has so injured her. 

They lise fi cm table, and the folding-doors being opened they pass into 
the adjoining part of the 1 ooni. 

lleie aie now' assembled Murat, TallewrANP^ Kourakin, Km.kreuth, 
BER'niiER. Bfssii res, Caulainxourt, Labanofe, Bcnnicsfn, and 
bth<'rb N\POII^on having spoken a few woids here and there resumes his 
conversation with Queen Louisa, and parenthetically offers snuff to the 
CouNTFSS Voss, her lady-in-w'aiting. TalleyRxVNU, who has observed 
Napoli^on's growing interest in the Queen, contiives to get near him. 

Talleyrand (in a whisper) 

Sire, is it possible that you can bend 
To let one woman’s fairness filch from you 
All the resplendent fortune that attends 
The grandest victory of your grand career ? 

The Queen’s quick eye observes and flashes at the whisper, and she 
obtains a word with the minister 
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Queen (sarcastically) 

I should infer, dear Monsieur Talleyrand, 

Only two persons in the world regret 
My having come to Tilsit. 

Talleyrand 

Madame, two? 

Can any 1 — who may such sad rascals be ? 

Queen 

You, and myself, Prince.* (Gravely. ) Yes ! myself and you, 
Talleyrand’s face becomes impassive, and he does not reply. 

Soon the Queen prepares to leave, and Nai^oliSon rejoins her 

Napoli^ON (taking a rose from a vase) 

Dear Queen, do pray accept this little token 
As souvenir of me before you go ? 

tie offers her the rose, with his hand on his heart She hesitates, but 
accepts it. 

Queen (impulsively, with wailing tears) 

Let Magdeburg come with it, sire ! O yes ! 

Napoli^ON (with sudden frigidity) 

It is for you to take what I can give. 

And I give this — no more.^ 

She turns her head to hide her emotion, and withdraws. ^ NapoliSon 
steps up to her, and offers his arm. She takes it silently, and he perceives 
the tears on her cheeks. They cross towards the ante-room, away from the 
other guests. 

Napoleon (softly) 

Still weeping, dearest lady ! Why is this ? 

Queen (seizing his hand and pressing it) 

Your speeches dam the tearings of your sword ! — 
Between us two, as man and w'oman now, 

Ish even possible you question why ! 

I The traditional present of the rose was probably on this occasion, though it is not 
quite matter of certainty. 
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O Vvby did not the Greatest of the Age — 

Of future ages- -of the ages past, 

Tliis one time win a woman’s worship — yea, 

For all her little life 1 

Napoleon (graveh) 

Know you, my Fair 
That I — ay, I --in this deserve 3 ’our pit}". — 

Some force within me, baffling mine intent, 

Harries me onward, wdiether I will or no. 

My star, my star is what’s to blame — not I. 

It is unsw^ervable ! 

Queen 

Then now, alas I 

]\Iy duty’s done as mother, wife, and queen. — 

I’ll say no more — but that my heart is broken 1 

[ICxcunt Napoli* ON, Queen, and L \dy-in-Waiting. 

Spirit of the Years 

//d’ .spo/ce thus at the Bridge of I ^odf, St7'a7ige^ 

/Ids of the few hi Europe who disccivi 
The worhinp of the Wilt, 

Spiri'p of the Pities 

If that be so, 

Better for Europe lacked he such discej'nmg ! 

N \Poi-f ON louirns to the lOom and joins Tallevranu. 

N.a.Pj)LLON (aside to his minister) 

My God, it ivas touch-and-go that time, Talleyrand ’ She 
was within an ace of getting over me. As she stepped into the 
carriage she said in her pietty way, “O I have been cruelly 
deceived by you ’ ” And when she sank down inside, not 
knowing I heard, she burst into sobs fit to move a statue. The 
Devil take me if I hadn’t a good mind to stop the horses, jump 
in, give her a good ki*^smg, and agree to all she wanted. 'Ha-ha, 
well ; a miss is as good as a mile. Had she come sooner with 
those sweet, ])eseeching blue eyes of hers, who knows what 
might not have happened ! But she didn’t come sooner, and I 
have kept in my right mind. 
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The Russian Emperor, the King op Prussia, and other guests advance 
to bid adieu. They depart severally. When they are gone Napol^.on turns 
to Tali. KYR AND. 

Adhere, then, to the treaty as it stands : 

Change not therein a single article, 

But write it fair forthwith. 

[Ex(nint Napoli%()N, Talleyrand, and other ministers and officets in 

waiting. 


Shade of the Earth 

Some i>u7'ly voice afar I heard hy novo 
Of an enisled Brita7inic qtiahfy j 
Wots afiy of the cause ? 


Spirit Ironic 
Percha7ice I do / 

Britain is 7vused^ in her slow^ stolid style^ 

By Bonapa7de* s pronounce77ient at Be7iin 
Agdmsf her cargoes^ co77i77ierce, life itself; 

Afid 710W f7vn7t out her watery citadel 

Blows cotmierblasiifig “ Orders P Rtmiouf^ef's^ telL 

Rumour I 

“ F7'07n havens of fierce Frafice a7id her allies^ 

With poor or precious freight of 77ie7xha7uiis!e 
Whoso adventures^ Englaftd pounds as prisie / ^ 


Rumour II 

Thereat NapoMoft names licr^ furiously^ 

Curst Oligairh^ Archf irate of the sea^ 

Who shall lack room to live while livetk he i 


Chorus of the Pities (aerial music) 
fitnd peoples are e7i7neshed in fiew calamity i 
Curtain of Evening Shades. 
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SCENE I 

THE PYRENEES AND VALLEYS ADJOINING 

The \iew is from uppCT- air, immediately o^er the region that lies between 
Bayonne on the noith, Pampeluna oil the south, and San Sebastian on the 
west, including a poition of the Canlabiian mountains The month is 
Februaiy, and snow co\cis not only the pcalcs but the lower slopes The 
loads over the passes aie w'cll beaten 


DUMB SHOW 

At \arious elevations multitudes of Napolt^on’s soldiery, to tlic number 
of about thirty thousand, are discerned in a creeping piogiess across the 
frontier from the French to the Spanish side The thin long columns 
serpentine along the roads, but are sometimes broken, while at others they 
disappear altogether behind veitical rocks and overhanging woods The 
heavy guns and the whitey-brown lilts of the baggage-waggons seem the 
largest objects in the procession, which are dragged laboriously up the incline 
to the watershed, their lumbering being audible as high as the clouds 

Simultaneously the river Bidassoa, m a valley to the west, is being crossed 
by a tram of artillery and another thii ty thousand men, all forming part of 
the same systematic advance. 

Along the great highway through Biscay the wondering native cartels 
draw' their sheep-skinned ov-teams aside, to let the regiments pass, and stiay 
groups of peaceable field-woikers in Navarre look inquiringly at the marching 
and piancing progress 

Time passes, and the various northern strongholds are approached by 
these legions Tlteir governors emerge at a summons, and when seeming 
explanations have been given the unwelcome comers arc doubtfully admitted. 

The chief places to which entrance is thus obtained are Pampeluna and 
San Sebastian at the ft out of the scene, and far away towards the shining 
horizon of the Meditenancan, Figueras find Barcelona. 

Dumb Show concludes as the mountain mists close over. 


SCENE II 

A-fiAN^TTEZ. NEAR MADRID A ROOM IN THE PALACE 
OF GODOY, THE “PRINCE OF PEACE” 

A private chamber is disclosed, richly furnished with paintings, vases, 
mirrors, silk hangings^ gilded lounges, and several lutes of lare workmanship 
The hour is midnight, the room being lit by screened candelabra In the 
centie at the back of the scene is a large window heavily curtained. 
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GODOy and, the.QuKEN Maria Luisa are dallying on a sofa The 
Prince of Peace is a fine handsome man in middle life, with curled hair 
and a mien of easy good-nature. The Queen is oldei , but looks younger in 
the dim light, from the lavish use of beautifying aits She has pionounced 
features, dark eyes, low brows, black hair bound by a jewelled bandeau, and 
brought foiwaul in curls over her forehead and temples, long heavy ear-rings, 
an open bodice, and sleeves puffed at the shouldeis. A cloak and other 
mufflers lie on a chair beside hei 

Godqy (after a silence) 

The life-guards still insist. Love, that the King 
Shall not leave Aranjuez. 

Queen 

Let them insist. 

Whether we stay, or whether we depart, 

Napoleon soon draws hither with his host t 

Gotoy 

He says he comes pacifically. . . . But not 

Queen 

Dearest, we must away to Andalusia, 

Thence to America when time shall serve. 

Godoy 

I hold seven thousand men to cover us, 

And ships in Cadiz port. But then — the Prince 
Flatly declines to go. He lauds the French 
As true deliverers. 


Queen 

Go Fernando w/av/I , . . 

0 my sweet friend, that we — our sole two selves — 
Could but escape and leave the rest to fate, 

And in a western bower dream out our days 1 — 
For the King^s glass can run but briefly now, 
Shattered and shaken as his vigour is. — 

But ah — ^your love burns not in singleness ! 

Why, dear, caress J osefa Tudo still ? 

She does not solve TiSTsoulm yours as I, 

And why those others even more tlian her 2 • « 
Flow little own I in thee 1 
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Godoy 


Such must be. 

1 cannot quite foi sake them Don’t forget 
The same scope has been yours in former years. 

Queen 

\ es. Love ; I know. I yield ! You cannot leave them ; 
But if you ever would bethink yourself 
How long I have been yours, how tiuly all 
Those other pleasures were my desperate shifts 
To soften sorrow at your absences, 

You would be faithful to me ! 

Godoy 

True, my dear. — 

Yet I do passably keep troth with you, 

And fond you with fair regularity , — 

A week beside you, and a week away. 

Such is not schemed without some risk and strain — 

And you agreed Josefa should be mine, 

And, too, Theieza, without jealousy ’ 

{A noise is heaid without ) 

Ah, what means that ? 

Ho junijis up from her side and crosses the room to a window, wheie he 
lifts the curtain cautiously. The Queen follows him w'lth a scared look 

Queen 

A riot can it be ? 

Godoy 

Let me put these out ere they notice them ; 

They think me at the Royal Palace yonder. 

He hastily extinguishes the candles except one taper, which he places m a 
leccss, so that the room is in shade. He then draws back the curtains, and 
she joins him at the wnndow, wdiere, enclosing her with his arm, he and she 
look out together. 

In front of the house a guard of hussars is stationed, beyond them spread- 
ing the Pinza or Square. On the other side rises in the lamplight the white 
fjont of the Royal Palace. On the flank of the Palace is a wall enclosing 
gardens, bowered alleys, and orange groves, and in the wall a small 
door. 

A mi\<id nuiltitude of soldieiy and populace fills die space in fiont of the 
King's l^ilace, and they shout and address each other vehemently During 
a lull in their vociferations is heard the peaceful purl of the Tagus over a 
cascade m the Palace grounds. 
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Queen 

Lingering, we’ve risked too long our chance of flight ! 

The Paris Terror will repeat it here. 

Not for myself I fear. No, no ; for thee ! 

(She clings to him ) 

If they should hurt you, it would murder me 
By heart-bleedings and stabs intolerable 1 

Godov (kissing her) 

The first thought now is how to get you back 
Within the Palace walls. Why would you risk 
To come here on a night so critical ? 

Queen (passionately) 

I could not help it — nay, I would not help ! ' 

Rather than starve my soul I venture all. — 

Our last love-night — last, maybe, of long years. 

Why do you chide me now ? 

Godov 

Dear Queen, I do not : 

I shape these sharp regrets but for your sake. 

Hence you must go, somehow, and quickly too. 

They think not yet of you in threatening thus, 

But of me solely. . . . Where does your lady wait ? 

Queen 

Below. One servant with her. They are true, 

And can be let know all. But you — but you ! 

(Uproar continues.) 

Godov 

I can escape. Now call them. All three cloak 
And veil as when you came. 

They retreat into the room. Queen lady-in-waiting and 

servant aie summoned. Enter both. All three then ’^muffle themselves up, 
and Godov pieparcs to conduct the Queen downstairs. 

Queen 

Nay, now 1 f will not have it. We are safe ; 

Think of yourself. Can you get out behind ? 
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Godoy 

1 judge so — when I have done what's needful here. — 

The mob knows not the bye-door — slip across ; 

Thence around sideways. — All’s clear there as yet. 

['['he Queen, her lady-m-waiting, and the servant go out hurriedly 

CX>DOY looks :ig.Lin fiom the window. The mob is some way off, the 
ininiediatc Iront being for tlie moment nearly free of loiterers , and the three 
muffled figuies aic visible, ciossing without hindrance towards the door m 
Lhe wall ot the Palace Gardens. 'I'he instant they leach it a sentinel springs 
up, challenging them. 

Godoy 

Ah — now they are doomed ! My God, why did she come 1 

A parley takes place. Something, apparently a bribe, is handed to the 
sentinel, and the three are allow'cd to slip in, the Queen ha\mg obviously 
been unrecognized. He breathes his relief 

Now for the others. Then — ah, then Heaven knows ! 

He sounds a bell and a servant enters 
Where is the Countess of Castillofiel ? 

Servant 

She’s looking for you, Prince. 

Godoy 

Find her at once. 

Ah— here she is — That’s well. — Go watch the Pliza 

(to servant) 

Godoy’s mistress, ihe^ Dona JosEFA Tuno, enters She is a young and 
beautiful w'om.m, the vivacity oP whose la\ge 'dark eyes is now clouded She 
IS wrapped up foi flight 'Phe sei vant goes out. 

JOSJCFA (breathlessly) 

I should have joined you sooner, but I knew 
The Queen was fondling with you She must needs 
Come hampering you this night of all the rest, 

As if not gorged with you at other times ! 

Godoy 

Don’t, pretty one ! needless it is in you, 

Being so well aware who holds my love. — 

I could not check her coming, since she would. 

You well know how the old thing is, and how 
I am compelled to let her have her mind ! 

He kisses her repeatedly 
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JOSKFA 

But look, the mob is swelling ! Pouring in 
By thousands from Madrid — and all afoot. 

Will they not come on hither fiom the King’s? 

Godoy 

Not just yet, maybe. You should have sooner fled 1 
The coach is waiting and the baggage packed. 

(He again peers out.) 

Yes, there the coach is ; and the clamourers near, 

L<scl by J^ptijp, if I ‘see aright. 

Yes, they cry “ Uncle Peter 1 ” — that means him. 

There will be time yet. Now Pll take you down 
So far as I may venture. 

[They leave the loom. 

Ill a few minutes Godov, having taken her down, i e-enters and again 
looks out. Josefa’s coach i.s moving off with a small escort of Godov’s 
guaids of honour. A sudden 3'’clling begins, and the crowd rushes up and 
stops the vehicle. An altercation ensues. 

Crowd 

Uncle Peter, it is the Favourite carrying off Prince Fernando. 
Stop him ! 


JOSRFA (putting her head out of the coach) 

Silence their uproar, please, Senor Count of Montijo I It is 
a lady only, the Coun tess of Castillofiel. 

Montijo 

Let her pass, let her pass, friends I It is only that pretty 
wench of his, Pepa Tudo, who calls herself a Countess. Our 
titles are put to comical uses in these days. We shall catch the 
cock- bird presently 1 


Crowd (to each other) 

The King and Queen and Fernando are at their own Palace — 
not here ! 

The Dof?A JosEFA’s cairiagc is allowed to pass on, as a shout from some 
who have remained before the Royal Palace attracts the attention of the 
multitude, which surges back thither. 
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Crowd (neaiing the Palace) 

Call out the King and the Prince. Long live the King ^ He 
shall not go Hola ! He is gone I Let us see him ’ He shall 
abandon Cxodoy ! 

'I'hc cUinioui bdorc tlio Royal Palace still inci easing, a figure emerges upon 
a balcon>, whom (Ionov recogni/cs by the lamplight to be I'Ernanoo, Prince 
of Asturias He e*in be seen wa\ing his hand 'Hie mob grows sudchsily 
SI lout 

Fernando (m a shaken voice) 

Citizens ' the King my father is in the palace with the Queen. 
He has been much tried to-day. 

Crowd 

Promise, Prince, that he shall not leave us. Promise ! 
Fernando 

I do. I promise in his name. He has mistaken you, thinking 
you wanted his head. He knows better now. 

Crowd 

The villain Godoy misrepresented us to him I Throw out the 
Prince of Peace ! 

* FIsRNANDO 

He IS not here, my friends. 

Crowd 

Then the King shall announce to us that he has dismissed 
him ! Let us see him. The King ; the King ’ 

Fernando goes m King Carlos comes out reluctantly, and bows to 
their cheering. He produces a paper with a trembling hand. 

King (reading) 

“As it is the wish of the people ” 

Crowd 

Speak up, your Majesty ! 

King (more loudly) 

‘HAs it is the wish of the people, I release Don Manuel 
Godoy, Prince of Peace, from the posts of Generalissimo of the 
Army and Grand Admiral of the Fleet, and give him leave to 
withdraw whither he pleases.” 
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Crowd 

Huzza ! 

King 

Citizens, to-morrow the decree is to be posted in Madrid. 

Crowd 

Huzza I Long life to the King, and death to Godoy i 

King Carlos disappears fiom the balcony, and the populace, still in- 
creasing in numbers, look towards Godoy’s mansion, as if deliberating how 
to attack it. Godoy retreats fiom the window into the room, and gazing 
round him staits. A pale, worn, but placid lady, in a sombre though elegant 
robe, stands here in the gloom. She is Thereza of B ourbon, the Princess 
of Peace. - 

Princess 

It is only your unhappy wife, Manuel She will not hurt you! 


Godoy (shmgging his shoulders) 

Nor will f/u’j hurt /(?//! Why did you not stay in the Royal 
Palace ? You would have been more comfortable there. 


Princess 

I don^t recognize why you should specially value my comfort. 
You have saved your real wives. How can it matter what 
happens to your titular one ? 


Godoy 

Much, dear. I always play fair. But it being your blest 
privilege not to need my saving I was left free to practise it on 
those who did. (Mob hoard approaching.) Would that I were in 
no more danger than you ! 


Princess 


Puf! 

He again peers out His guard of htts.sars stands firmly in front of the 
mansion ; but the life-guards from the adjoining barracks, who have joined 
the people, endeavour to break the hussars of Godot. A shot is fired* 
Godoy’s guard yields, and the gate and door are battered in. 

Crowd (without) 

Murder him ! murder him I Death to Manuel Godoy! 

They are heard rushing into the court and house. 
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Princess 

Go, I beseech you ! Y ou can do nothing’ for me, and I pray 
you to save yourself ! The heap of mats m the lumber-room will 
hide you ! 

CJODOY hastes to a jib-door concealed by sham book-shehes, presses the 
spiing of It, returns, kisses her, and tlicn slips out 

His wile sits down with her back against Uie 3ib-door, and fans hciself 
She hears the ciowd trampling up the stairs, but she does not move, and in 
a nioincnt people buist in The leadeis aie armed with stakes, daggers, 
and \arious improvised weapons, and some guards in undress appea? with 
halbci ds 

First Citizen (peering mto the dim light) 

Where is he ? Murder him ! {Noticing the Princess ) Come, 
where is he ? 

Princess 

The Prince of Peace is gone. I know not whither. 

Second Citizen 
W ho is this lady ? 

Life-guardsman 

Manuel Godoy's Princess. 

Citizens (uncovering) 

Princess, a thousand pardons grant us ’ — you 
An injured wife — an injured people we ^ 

Common misfortune makes us more than kin. 

No single hair of yours shall suffer harm. 

The Princess bows 

First Citizen 

But this, Sehora, is no place for you, 

For we mean mischief here ! Yet first will cede 
Safe conduct for you to the Palace gates, 

Or elsewhere, as you wish. 

Princess 

My wish is nought. 

Do what you will with me. But he^s not here. 

Several of them form an escort, and accompany her from the room and 
out of the house. Those remaining, now a great throng, begin searching the 
room, and in bands invade other parts of the mansion. 
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Some Citizens (returning) 

ft is no use searching. She said he was not here, and she’s a 
woman of honour. 

First Citizen (drily) 

She’s his wife. 

'riu7 leave the 100m for another setirch, but return still bafflerl. 

Several Citizens 

He must have slipped out somehow ! Smash his nicknacks, 
since we can’t smash him. 

They begin knocking the furniture to pieces, tearing down the hangings, 
trampling on the musical instruments, and kicking holes thiough the paintings 
they have unhung fiom the walls. These, with clocks, vases, carvings, and 
cither movables, they thiow out of the window, till the chamber is a scene of 
utter wi eck and desolation. In the rout a musical box is swept off a table, 
and starts playing a serenade as it falls on the floor. 

Enter the Count of Montijo. 

JMontiiq 

Stop, friends ; stop this ! There is no sense in it— 

It shows but useless spite ! I have much to say : 

The French Ambassador, de Beaubarnais, 

Has come, and sought the King. And next Murat, 

With thirty thousand men, half cavalry, 

Is closing in upon our doomed Madrid I 
I know not what he means, this Bonaparte ; 

He makes pi'etence to gain us Portugal, 

But what want we with her ? ’Tis like as not 
His aim’s to noose us vassals all to him I 
The King will abdicate, and shortly too, 

As those will live to see who live not long. — 

We have saved our nation from the Favourite, 

But who is going to save us from out Friend? 

The mob desists dubiously nnd goes out ; the musical box upon the floor 
plays on, the taper burns to its socket, and the room becomes wrapt in the 
shades of night. 


SCENE III 

T.ONDON: THE MARCHIONESS OP SALISBURY’S 

A large reception-room is disclosed, arranged for a conversazione. It is 
an evening in the summer following, and at present the chamber is empty and 
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in gloom. At one end I'l an elaborate device, representing Britannia offei- 
iiig her assistance to Spam, and at the othei a rigure of Time downing the 
Spanish Pati lots’ llag with la.iiiel 

Spirit of the Years 

0 dan0J7/s/s of human weltej^ings^ 

Relate how Eu7‘ofe's iiiadding inn'i'e7ne77t b7'i7igs 
7>//s’ easeful haimt i7iio the path of palptiaihig thmgs / 

Rumours (cliaming) 

I 

The Spanish Ki}7g has bowed imto the Fate 
Which bade hi77i abdicate: 

The sensual Queen^ whose passioiiate caprice 
Has held her chambei'ing with “ the Piince of Peace f 
And wi'ought the Boui'bons* fall, 

Holds to her Love in all ; 

And Bo7iaparte has 7‘uled that his and he 
Heiicefoiih displace the Bowiion dynasty^ 

II 

The Spanish people, handled in such soii, 

As chattels of a Court, 

Dreaiii dirains of England. Messengei's ai'e sent 
In secret to the assembled Parliament, 

In filth that England s hand 
Will stouten them to stand, 

And C7'own a cause which, hold they, bond and free 
Must advocate enthusiastically. 

Spirit of the Years 

So the Will heaves through Space, and moulds the times, 
IVit/i mortals for Its fingei'S / We shall see 
Again meiis passions, virtues, visions, crimes. 

Obey I'csistlessly 

The mutative, umiiotivcd, doiiiinaiit Thing 
Which sways in brooding dai'-k their wayfaring t 

The reception-room is lighted up, and the hostess comes in There arrive 
Ambassadors and their wives, the Dukes and Duchesses of Rutland and 
Somerset, the Marquis and Marchioness of Stafford, the Earls of Stair, 
Westmoreland, Gower, Essex, Viscounts and Viscountesses Cranley 
and Morpeth, Viscount Melbourne, Lord and Lady Kinnaird, Baron de 
Rolls, Lady Charles Greville, the Ladies Cavendish, Mr and Mrs. 
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Thomas Hope, Mr. Gunning, Mrs. Fitzherbert, and many other notable 
personages. Lastly, she goes to the door to welcome severally the Prince 
OF Walks, the Princes of France, and the Princess Castelcicala. 

Lady Satjsbury (to the Prince of Wales) 

I am sorry to say, sir, that the Spanish Patriots are not yet 
arrived. 1 doubt not but that they have been delayed by their 
ignorance of the town, and will soon be here. 

Prince of Wales 

No hurry whatever, my dear hostess. Gad, we’ve enough to 
talk about 1 I understand that the arrangement between our 
ministers and these noblemen will include the liberation of 
Spanish prisoners in this country, and the providing ’em with 
arms, to go back and fight for their independence. 

Lady Salisbury 

It will be a blessed event if they do check the career of this 
infamous Corsican. I have just heard that that poor foreigner 
(yui llet de la Gevrilli^re^. who proposed to Mr. Fox to assassinate 
him, died a miserable death a few days ago in the Bicdtre— • 
probably by torture, though nobody knows. Really one almost 
wishes Mr. Fox had . O heic they are ! 

Enter the Spanish Viscount de Matkrosa and Don Diego de la Vega. 
They are introduced by Captain Hii.l and Mr. Bagot, who escort them. 
Lady Salisbury presents them to the Prince and others. 

Prince of Wales 

By Gad, Viscount, we were just talking of ’ec. You have had 
some adventures in getting to this country ? 

Materosa (assisted by Bagot as interpreter) 

Sir, it has indeed been a trying experience for us. But here 
we are, impressed by a deep sense of gratitude for the signal 
marks of attachment your country shows us. 

Prince of Wales 

You represent, practically, the Spanish people ? 
Materosa 

We are immediately deputed, sir, 

By the Assembly of Asturias, 

More sailing soon from other provinces. 
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We bring official writings, charging us 
To clinch and solder Treaties with this realm 
That may promote our cause against the foe. 

Nextly a letter to your gracious King , 

Also a Pioclamation, soon to sound 
And swell the pulse of the Peninsula, 

Declaring that the act by which King Carlos 
And his son Prince Fernando cede the throne 
To whomsoever Napoleon may appoint, 

Being an act of cheatery, not of choice, 

Unfetters us from our allegiant oath. 

Mrs. Fit2herbert 

The usurpation began, 1 suppose, with the divisions in the 
Royal Family? 

IMaterosa 

Yes, madam, and the protection they foolishly requested from 
the Emperor ; and their timid intent of flying secretly helped it 
on. It was an opportunity he had been awaiting for years. 

Mrs. Fitzherbert 

All brought about by this man Godoy, Prince of Peace ! 
Prince of Wales 

Dash my wig, mighty much you know about it, IMaria I Why, 
suie, Boney thought to himself, ^‘This Spain is a pretty place ; 
’twill just suit me as an extra acre or two ; so here goes.” 

Don Diego (aside to Bagot) 

This lady is the Princess of Wales ? 

Bagot 

Hsh ! no, Sehor. The Princess lives at large at Kensington 
and other places, and has parties of her own, and doesn’t keep 
house with her husband. This lady is — well, really his wife, you 
know, in the opinion of many ; but 

Don Diego 

Ah ! Ladies a little mixed, as they were at our Court ! She’s 
the Pepa Tudo to ihis Prince of Peace? 
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Bagot 

O no — not exactly that, Scnor. 

Don Diego 

Ya, ya. Good. Pll be caicful, my friend. You are not 
saints in England inoie than we arc in Spain ! 

Bagot 

We are not. Only you sin with naked faces, and we with 
masks on. 

Don Diego 

Virtuous country ! 

Duchess of Rutland 

It was understood that Ferdinand, Prince o f Asturias , was to 
marry a French princess, and so unite the countries peacefully ? 

Materosa 

It was. And our credulous prince was tempted to meet 
Napoleon at Bayonne. Also the poor simple King, and 'the 
infatuated Queen, and Manuel Godoy. 

Duchess of Rutland 

Then Godoy escaped from Aranjuez ? 

Materosa 

Yes, by hiding in the garret. Then they all threw themselves 
upon Napoleon’s protection. In his presence the Queen swore 
that the King was not Fernando’s father! Altogether they form 
a queer little menagerie. What will happen to them nobody 
knows. 

Prince of Walks 

And do you wish us to send an army at once ? 

Maitoosa 

What we most want, sir, ai*c arms and ammunition. But* we 
leave the English Ministry to co-operate in its own wise way, 
anyhow, so as to sustain us in resenting these insults from the 
Tyrant of the Earth. 

Duchess of Rutland (to the Prince of Wales) 

What sort of aid shall we send, sir ? 
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Prince of Wales 

We are going to vote fifty millions, I hear. We’ll whack him, 
and preserve your noble country for ’ee, Sehor Viscount. The 
debate thereon is to come off to-mon'ow. It will be the finest 
thing the Commons have had since Pitt’s time. Sheridan, who 
is to open it, says he and Canning are to be absolutely unanimous; 
and, by Cod, like the parties in his “ Critic,” when Government 
and Opposition do agree, their unanimity is wonderful 1 Viscount 
Materosa, you and your friends must be in the Gallery. O 
dammy, you must ! 

Materosa 

Sir, we are already pledged to be there 
Prince of Wales 

And hark ye, Sehoi Viscount. You will then learn what a 
mighty fine thing a debate in the English Parliament is ! No 
Continental humbug there. Not but that the Court has a trouble 
to keep ’em in their places sometimes ; and I would it had been 
one in the Lords instead. However, Sheridan says he has been 
learning his speech these two days, and has hunted his father’s 
dictionary through for some stunning long words. — Now, Maria 
(to Mrs. Fitdierbcrt), I am going home. 

Lady Salisbury 

At last, then, England will take her place in the forefront of 
this mortal struggle, and in pure disinterestedness fight with all 
her strength for the European deliverance. God defend the right ! 

The Prince of Wales leaves, and the other guests begin to depart. 

Semichorus I of the Years (aerial music) 

Leave this glib throng to its conjecturing^ 

And let four burdened weeks uncover what they bring I 

Semichorus II 

The said Debate^ to wit ; its close in deeds; 

Till England stands enlisted for the Patriots needs. 

Semichorus I 

And transports in the docks gulp down their freight 
Of buckled fightingflesh^ andj gale-bound,, watch and watt 
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Semichorus II 

Till gracious sephyrs shoulder on their sails 
To 'where the brine of Biscay moans Us tragic tales. 

Chorus 

Bear 7oe, too, south, as 7vc 7vere s7ml/o7o*7Mnned, 

And mark thegafue miv played there by the Master-hand I 

The reception-chamber is shut over by the night without, and the point 
of view lapidly leccdes south, London and its streets and lights diminishing 
till they are lost in the distance, and its noises being succeeded by the babble 
of the Channel and Biscay waves. 


SCENE IV 

MADRID AND ITS ENVIRONS 

The view is from the housetops of the city on a dusty evening in this July, 
following a day of suffocating heat. The sunburnt loofs, warm ochreous 
walls, and blue shadows of the capital, wear their usual aspect except for a 
few feeble attempts at decoration. 


DUMB SHOW 

Gazers gather in the central streets, and particularly m the Puerta del Sol 
They show curiosity, but no enthusiasm. Patrols of French soldiery move 
up and down in front of the people, and seem to awe them into quietude. 

'fhere is a discharge of artillery in the outskirts, and the churcli bells 
begin ringing ; but the peals dwindle away to a melancholy jangle, and then 
to silence. Simultaneously, on the northern horizon of the arid, unenclosed, 
and treeless plain swept by the eye around the city, a cloud of dust arises, 
and a Royal procession is seen nearing. It means the new king, Joseph 
Bonaparte. 

He comes on, ‘escorted by a clanking guard of four thousand Italian 
troops, and the brilliant lOyal carriage is followed by a hundred coaches 
bearing his suite. As the procession enters the city many bouses reveal 
themselves to be closed, many citizens leave the 1 oute and walk elsewhere, 
while many of those who remain turn their backs upon the spectacle. 

King Joseph proceeds thus through the PlAza Oriente to the granite- 
walled Royal palace, where he alights and is received by some of the nobility, 
the French generals who are in occupation there, and some clergy. Heralds 
emerge from the Palace, and hasten to clivers points in vhe city, where 
trumpets are blown and the Proclamation of Joseph ns King OF Spain is 
read in a loud voice, it is received in silence. 

The sun sets, and the curtain falls. 
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SCENE V 

THL OPKN SKA PETWKEN THK KNGl IS II COASTS 
AND THL SPANISH PENINSULA 

Frorti high aloft, m the same July weather, and facing east, the vision 
swoops ovci the ocean and its coast-lines, fiom Coik Harbour on the extreme 
left, to Mondego Bay, Poitugal, on the exticme right Land’s End and the 
Scilh'- Isles, Ushant and C'ape Fmisterrc, are projcctmg features along the 
middle distance of the picture, and the English Channel lecedes endwise as a 
tapering avenue near the centre 


DUMB SHOW 

Four groups of moth-like transport ships are discoveied silently skimming 
this wide liquid plain The first group, to the right, is just vanishing 
behind Cape Mondego to enter Mondego Bay ; the second, m the midst, has 
come out from Plymouth Sound, and is preparing to stand down Channel , 
the thud is clearing St Helen’s point for the same course ; and the fourth, 
much further up Channel, is obviously to follow on considerably in the rear of 
the two preceding. A south-east wund is blowing strong, and, accoiding to 
the part of their couise reached , they either sail direct with the wind on their 
larboard quarter, oi labour forw'aid by tacking m zigzags. 

Spirit of the Pities 

UViff/ are these fleets that a^oss the sea 
From B^iii p 07 is ajid boys 
To coasts that ghster soiitJnuardly 
Behind the dog-day haze ? 

RUI^IOURS (chanting) 

Semichorus I 

They are the shipped battalions sent 
To bar the bold Belligere?2t 

Who stalks the Dancer^ Land. 

Within these hulls.^ tike sheep a-pen^ 

Arc packed in thousands fighting-men 
And coloneh in command. 

Semichorus II 

The fleet that leans each aery fin 
Far south, where jMmuPgtt: mouths in^ 

Bears Wellesley and his aides thei’ein, 
AncTHBTfaiid Cranford too; 
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IVi'/// Torrens^ Ferguson, and Fane, 

And majors, capiains, clerics, hi train, 

And those grim needs that appertain — 

The surgeons — not a few / 

To them add near twelve thousand souls 
In linesmen that the list enrolls, 

Borne onward by those sheeted poles 
As wads red retinue / 

Skmichorus I 

The fleet that clears Si. Helenas shore 
Holds Burrard, Hofe^ ill-omened, 

Clinton and Paget ; whilF 
The transports tfiatgTriain to those 
Count six-score sail, whose planks enclose 
Ten thousand rank and file. 

Semichorus II 

The third-s^ent ships, fivm Plymouth Sound, 
With Ac land, Anstruther, impound 
Souls to six thousand strong. 

While those, the fourth fleet, that we see 
Far back, are lined with cm/alry, 

And guns of girth, wheeled heavily 
To roll the routes along. 

Spirit of the Years 

Enough, and more, of inventories and names / 

Many will fail; many earn doubtful fames. 

Await the fruitage oj their acts and aims. 


DUMB SHOW (contintiing) 

In the spacious scene visible the far-separated groups of transports, con- 
voyed by battleships, float on before the wind almost inipeiceptibly, like 
preened duck -feathers across a pond. The southernmost expedition, under 
Sir A ffHUR Wku.fslky, soon comes to anchor within the Bay of Mondego 
nTcKsSuir'ancnHe soTdfery are imlel!nit(*ly discernible landing upon the beach 
from boats, SimtrUaneously the division connnniuled by M aoRF. as vet in 
the Chops of the Channel, is seen to be beaten back by conm^^mds. It 
gallantly puts to sea again, and being joined by the division under 
Anstruther that has set out from Plymouth, labours round Ushant, and 
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stands to the south m the track of Wellesley. The rearward transports 
do the same. 

A moving stratum of summer cloud beneath the point of view coveis up 
the spectacle like an awning. 


SCENE VI 

ST. CLOUD. THE LOUDOIR OF JOSEPHINE 

It IS the dusk of an evening in the latter sumniei of this }ear, and from the 
windows at the back of the stage, which aie still uncurtained, can be seen the 
Kmpkess w'lth Napol]?.o\ ond some ladies and ofhcers of the Court plnvjng 
Catch-me-if-3-ou-can by torchlight on the lawn The mo\ mg torches thiow 
bizarre lights and shadows into the apartment, where only a remote candle or 
two are burning 

Enter JosepiIINE and Napoli^:ox together, somewhat out of breath. 
With careless suppleness she slides down on a couch and fans lieiself Now 
that the candle-ra}s reach her they show her mellow complexiOn, her vchety 
eyes with long lashes, mouth with pomted corners and excessue mobility 
beneath its duvet, and cm Is of dark hair piessed down upon the temples by a 
gold band 

'The P-MPEROR drops into a seat near hei , and they remain in silence till 
he jumps up, knocks over some nicknacks wath his elbow', and begins w'alkir^g, 
about the boudoir. 

Napoli- ON (with sudden gloom) 

These mindless games are very well, my friend . 

But ours to-night marks, not improbably, 

The last we play together. 

Josephine (starting) 

Can you say it • 

Why raise that ghastly nightmare on me now, 

When, for a moment, my poor biain had dreams 
Denied it all the earlier anxious day ? 

Napoleon 

Things that verge nigh, my simple Josephine, 

Are not shoved off by wilful wmking-at. 

Better quiz evils with too strained an eye 
Than have them leap from disregarded lairs, 

Josephine 

Maybe true, and you shall have it so — 

Yet all joy is but sorrow waived awhile. 
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NaP0LI£0N 

Ha, ha ! That’s like you. Well, each day by day 
I get sour news. Each hour since we returned 
From this queer Spanish business at Bayonne, 

I have had nothing else ; and hence my brooding. 

JOSKPHINE 

j^ut all went well throughout our touring-time ? 
NaP0L1£0N 

Not so — behind the scenes. Our arms at Baylen 
Have been smirched badly. Twenty thousand shamed 
All through Dupont’s ill-luck 1 The selfsame day 
My brother Joseph’s progress to Madrid 
Was glorious as a sodden rocket’s fizz ! 

Since when his letters creak with querulousness. 

“ Napoleon el chico” ’tis they call him — 

‘‘ Napoleon the Little,” so he says. 

Then notice Austria. Much looks louring there, 

And her sly new regard for England grows. 

The English, next, have shipped an army down 
To Mondego, under one Wellesley, 

A man from Indt§,' ahcTKis hiiircli is south 
To Lisbon, by Vimiero. On he’ll go 
And do the devil’s mischief ere he is met 
By unaware Junot, and chevyed back 
To English fogs and fumes I 

JOSl^PIIINK 

My dearest one, 

You have mused on worse reports with better grace 
Full many and many a time. Ah — there is more I . « ^ 
I know ; I know ! 

Napolkon (kicking away a stool) 

There is, of course ; that worm 
Time ever keeps in hand for gnawing me 1— 

The question of my dynasty — which bites 
Closer and closer as the years wheel on. 
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Josephine 

Of course it’s that I For nothing else could hang 
My loid on tenterhooks through nights and days ; — 
Or rather,, not the question, but the tongues 
That keep the question stirring. Nought lecked you 
Of throne-succession or dynastic lines 
When gloriously engaged in Italy ! 

I was your fairy then : they labelled me 
Your Lady of Victories ; and much I joyed, 

Till dangerous ones drew near and daily sowed 
These choking tares within your fecund brain, — 
Making me tremble if a panel crack, 

Or mouse but cheep, or silent leaf sail down, 

And mill dering my melodious hours with dreads 
That my late happiness, and my late hope, 

Will oversoon be knelled ! 

Napoleon (genially nearing her) 

But years have passed since first w’e talked of it •; 
And now, with loss of dear Hortense’s son 
Who won me as my owm, it looms forth more. 

And selfish ’tis m my good Josephine 
To blind her vision to the weal of France, 

And this great Empire’s solidarity 
The grandeur of your sacrifice would gild 
Your life’s whole shape. 

Josephine 

Were I as coarse a wife 
As I am limned in English caricature — 

(Those cruel effigies they draw" of me !) — 

You could not speak more aridly. 

NAPOLto' 

Nay, nay! 

You know, my comrade, how I love you still 
Were there a long-notorious dislike 
Betv/ixt us, reason might be in your dreads. 

But all earth knows our conjugality. 

There’s not a bourgeois couple in the land 
Who, should dire duty rule their severance, 

Could part with scanter scandal than could we. 
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J0S1£PHINE (pouting) 

Neveitheless there’s one. 

Napoleon 

A scandal ? What ? 

Josephine 

Madame Walewska ! How could you pretend 
When, aitSTjmia, I’d have come to you, 

The weather was so wild, the roads so rough. 

That no one of my sex and delicate nerve 
Could hope to face the dangers and fatigues.” 

Yes — so you wrote me, dear. They hurt not her I 

Napoleon (blandly) 

She was a week’s adventure — not worth words ! 

I say ’tis France. — I have held out for years 
Against the constant pressure brought on me 
To null this sterile marriage. 

Josephine (bursting into sobs) 

Me you blame ! 

But how know you that you are not the culprit i 
Napol&n 

I have reason so to know — if I must say. 

The Polish lady you have chosen to name 
Has proved the fault not mine. 

(JosfhUHNE sobs more violently.) 
Don’t cry, my cherished ; 

It is not really amiable of you, 

Or prudent, my good little Josdphine, 

With so much in the balance, 

Josi^:phine 

How — know you — 

What may not happen I Wait a— little longer ! 

Napoleon (playfully pinching her arm) 

0 come, now, my adored 1 Haven’t I already \ 
Nature’s a dial whose shade no hand puts back, 
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Trick as we may ! j\Iy fnend, you are forty-three 
This very year in the world — 

(Jo&LPHiXK breaks out sobbing again.) 
And vain it is 

To think of waiting longer ; pitiful 

To dream of coaxing shy fecundity 

To an unlikely freak by physicking 

Willi superstitious drugs and quackeries 

That work you harm, not good. The fact being so, 

I have looked it squarely down — against my heart ’ 
Solicitations voiced repeatedly 

At length have shown the soundness of their shape, 

And left me no denial. You, at times, 

My dear one, have been used to handle it. 

My brother Joseph, years back, frankly gave 
His honest view' that something should be done ; 

And he, you well may know, shows no ill tinct 
In his regard of you. 

Jos]^:phine 

And what princess ? 

Napoleon 

For wiving with ? No thought was given to that, 

She shapes as vaguely as the Veiled — 

JOSfPHINE 

No, no ;■ 

It’s Alexander’s sister, Pm full sure ’ — 

But why this craze for home-made manikins 

And lineage mere of flesh ? You have said yourself 

It mattered not. Great Caesar, you declared, 

Sank sonlcss to his rest ; was greater deemed 

Even for the isolation. Frederick 

Saw', too, no heir. It is the fate of such, 

Often, to be denied the common hope 

As fine for fulness in the rarer gifts 

That Nature yields them. O my husband long, 

Will you not purge your soul to value best 
That high heredity from brain to brain 
Which supersedes mere sequences of blood, 
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That often vary more from sire to son 
Than between furthest strangers ! . . . 

Napol($on’s offspring in his like must lie ; 

The second of his line be he who shows 
NapoltSon’s soul in later bodiment, 

The household father happening as he may 1 

Napoleon (smilingly wiping her eyes) 

Little guessed I my dear would piove her rammed 
With such a charge of apt philosophy 
When tutoring me gay arts in earlier times ! 

She who at home coquetted through the years 
In which I vainly penned her wishful words 
To come and comfort me in Italy, 

Might, faith, have urged it then effectually ! 

But never would you stir from Paris joys, 

(With some bitterness). 

And so, when -arguments like this could move me, 

I heard them not ; and get them only now 
When their weight dully falls. But I have said 
^Tis not for me, but France—Good-bye an hour. 

(Kissing her.) 

I must dictate some letters. This new move 
Of England on Madrid may mean some trouble. 

Come, dwell not gloomily on this cold need 
Of waiving private joy for policy. 

We are but ihistlc-globes on Heaven’s high gales, 

And whither blown, or when, or how, or why, 

Can choose us not at all ! . . . 

I’ll come to you anon, dear : staunch Roustan 
Whll light me in, 

[E\iL Napoleon, 

The scene shuts m shadow. 


SCENE VII 
VIAUKRO 

A village among the lulls of Portugal, about fifty miles north of Lisbon. 
Around u arc disclosed, as ten on Sunday mormng strikes, a blue army ol 
fourteen thousand men lU isolated columns, and a red army of eighteen 
iliousand in line formation, drawm up in order of battle The blag;, army is 
a FrcQ£ E<nie under JUNOT; the other an English one under Arthuk 
W uLLESLEY — portion of that recently laiidedT*” 
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The August sun glares on the shaken faces, \^hite gaiters, and white cross- 
belts of the English, v,ho are to hght foi their lues while sweating under a 
quaiter-hundredw eight in knapsack and pouches, and with fii docks heavy as 
putlogs They ot'cup}^ a group of heights, but their position is one of gieat 
danger, the land abiiiptly leiminating two miles behind their backs in loft}' 
cliffs overhanging the Atlantic The French occup}’ ihe vallcws in the 
English front, and this distinction between the two forces strikes the eye — the 
red army is accompanied by scarce any cavalry, while the blue is strong in 
that arm 


DUMB SHOW 

The battle is begun wnth alternate mo\es that match each other like those 
of a chess opening JuNOT makes an oblique attack by mo\mg a division to 
his right ; Wellesley moves several bngades to his left to balance it 

A column of six thousand Fiench then climbs the hill against the English 
centre, and drives m those who are pkinted theie The English ^artillery 
checks Its adversaiies, and the infantry recovei and change the baffled French 
down the slopes Meanwhile the la.tter’s cavalry and ari]ik-*i.y are attacking 
the village itself, and, rushing on a few squadions of English cliagoons 
stationed there, cut them to pieces A dust is raised by this ado, and moans 
of men and shrieks of hoises are heaid Close by the carnage the little 
Maccira stream continues to tiickle unconcei nedly to the sea 

On the English left five thousand French infantry, having ascended to the 
ridge and maintained a stinging niuskei-fire as sharply i etui ned, aie driven 
clown by the bayonets of six English regiments. Thereaftei a brigade of the 
French, the northernmost, finding that the others have pursued to the bottom 
and are resting after the effort, surprise them and ba3’-onct them back to their 
original summit The see-saw is continued by the recovery of the English, 
vvho again drive their assailants down 

The Fiench army pauses stultified, till, the columns uniting, they fall 
back tow aids the opposite bills The English, seeing that their chance has 
come, are about to pursue and settle the foi tunes of the day But a 
messtmger dispatched from a distant group is marked ridmg up to the large- 
nosed man with a telescope and an Indian sword who, his staff aioundhim, 
has been directing the English mov'cments He seems astonished at the 
message, appeals to resent it, and pauses with a gloomy look. But he 
sends countermands to his generals, and the pursuit ends aboitively 

Ihe Fiendi retreat without further molestation by a circuitous march 
into the great road to Torres V^dras by which they came, leaving nearly two 
thousand dead and wounded on the slopes they have quitted. 


Dumb Show ends and the curtain drawls 
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SCENE I 

SPAIN. A ROAD NEAR ASTORGA 

The eye of the spectator i akes the road from the interior of a cellar which 
opens upon it, and forms the basement of a deserted house, the roof, doors, 
and shutters of which have been pulled down and burnt for bivouac fires. 
The season is the beginning of January, and the country is covered with a 
sticky snow. The road itself is inteimittently encumbered with heavy traffic, 
the surface being churned to a yellow mud that lies half knee-deep, and at 
the numerous holes in the track forming still deeper quagmires. 

In the gloom of the cellar are heaps of damp straw, m which ragged 
figures are lying half-buiied, many of the men m the uniform of English Ime- 
regiments, and the women and children in clouts of all descriptions, some 
being nearly naked. At the back of the cellar is revealed, through a burst 
door, an inner vault, wheic arc discernible some wooden-hooped wine-casks ; 
in one sticks a gimlet, and the bi oachmg-cork of another has been driven in. 
The wine runs into pitchers, washing-basins, shards, chamber-vessels, and 
other extemporized receptacles. ' Most of the inmates arc drunk ; some to 
insensibility. 

So far as the chai actors are doing anything they are contemplating the 
almost incessant traffic outside, passing m one d^i'cction. It includes a 
medley of stragglers from the Marquis of Romana’s Spanish forces and the 

retreating English army under Sir. John Moor e—io which the concealed 

deserters belong. 

First Deserter 

Now he’s one of the Eighty-first, and I’d gladly let that poor 
blade know that we’ve all that man can wish for here — good 
wine and biixoni women. Bui if I do, we shan’t have room for 
ourselves*— hey ? 

He signifies a man limping past with neither fire-lock nor knapsack. 
Where the discaided knapsack has rubbed for weeks against his shoulder- 
blades the jacket and shirt are fretted away, leaving his skin exposed. 

Second Deserter (drowsily) 

He may be the Eighty-firsht, or ih’ Eighty-second ; but what 
I say is, without fear of contradiction, I wish to the Lord I was 
back in old Bristol again. I’d sooner have a nipperkin of our 
own real ** Bristol milk ” than a mash-tub full of this barbarian 
wine I 
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Third Deserter 

'Tis like thee to be ungrateful, after putting away sucli a 
skinful on't. 1 am as much Bristol as thee, but would as soon 
be hei'e as there. There ain't near such willing women, that are 
strict respectable too, there as hereabout, and no open cellars — 
As there’s many a slip in this country 111 have the rest of my 
allowance now. 

He crawls on his elbows to one of the barrels, and turning on his back 
lets the wine run dow n his throat. 

Fourth Deserter (to a fifth, who is snoring) 

Don’t treat us to such a snoaching there, mate. Here’s some 
more coming, and they’ll sight us if we don’t mind I 

Enter without a stiagglmg flock of mihtaiy objects, some with fragments 
of shoes on, others bare- footed, man}’ of the Utter’s feet bleeding The 
arms and waists of some arc clutched by women as tattered and bare-footed 
as themselves. They pass on 

The Retreat continues More of Rom.vna’s Spanish limp along in 
disorder ; then enteis a miscellaneous gioup of English cavaliy soldiers, some 
on foot, some mounted, the rearmost of the latter bestriding a shoeless 
foundered creature whose neck is vertebrne and mane onl5^ While passing 
it falls from exhaustion , the trooper extricates himself and pistols the 
animal through the head He and the rest pass on. 

First Deserter (a new- plashing of feet being heard) 

Here’s something more in order, or I am much mistaken. 
(He cranes out.) Yes, a sergeant of the Forty-third, and what’s 
left of their second battalion. And, by God, not far behind I see 
shining helmets. ’Tis a whole squadron of French dragoons ’ 

Enter the sergeant' He has a racking cough, but endeavours, by stiffening 
himself up, to hide how it is wasting awmy his life. He halts, and looks 
back, till the remains of the Forty-third are abreast, to the number of some 
three hundred, about half of whom are crippled invalids, the other half 
being presentable and armed soldiery. 

Sergeant 

Now show yer nerve, and be men. If you di« to-day you 
won’t have to die to-morrow. Fall in 1 (The miscellany falls m ) 
All invalids and men without arms march ahead as well as they 
can. Quick — maw-w-w-ch ! (Exeunt invalids, etc ) Now ! Tention ' 
Shoulder-r-r-r — fawlocks ! (Order obeyed. ) 

The sergeant hastily forms these into platoons, who prime and load and 
seem preternaturally changed from what they were into alert soldiers. 

Enter French dragoons at the left- back of the scene. The rear platoon of 
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the Forty-third turns, fires, and proceeds The next platoon covering them 
does the same. This is repeated several times, staggering the pursueis. 
Exeunt French dragoons, giving up the pursuit. The coughing sergeant and 
the remnant of the Forty-third march on. 

Fourth Deserter (to a woman lying beside him) 

What d’ye think o’ that, my honey ? It fairly makes me a 
man again. Come, wake up ! Wc must be getting along 
somehow. (He regaids the woman more closely.) Why — my little 
chick ? Look here, friends. {They look, and the woman is found to 
be dead.) If I didn’t think that her poor knees felt cold! . . . 
And only an hour ago I swore I’d marry her ! 

They remain silent. The Retreat continues in the snow without, now in 
the form of a file of ox-carts, followed by a mixed rabble of English and 
Spanish, and mules and muleteers hired by English officers to carry their 
baggage. The muleteers, looking about and seeing that the French dragoons 
have been there, cut the bands which hold on the heavy packs, and scamper 
off with their mules. 


A Voice (behind) 

The Commander-in-Chief is determined to maintain discipline, 
and they must suffer. No more pillaging here. It is the worst 
case of brutality and plunder that we have had in this wretched 
time ! 

Enter an English captain of hussars, a lieutenant, a guard of about a 
dozen, and three men as prisoners. 

CaPI'AIN 

If they choose to draw lots, only one need be, made an example 
of. But they must be quick about it. The advance-guard of the 
enemy is not far behind. 

The three prisoners appe.ir to draw lots, and the one on whom the lot 
falls is blindfolded. Exeunt the hussars behind a wall, with carbines. A 
volley is heard and something falls, T'he wretches m the cellar shudder. 

Fourth Deserter 

’Tis the same for us but for this heap of straw. Ah — my 
doxy is the only one of us who is safe and sound I 

(He kisses the dead woman.) 

Retreat continues A tiam of six-hor.se hjggage- waggons lumbeis past, a 
mounted seigeant alongside Among the baggage lie wounded soldiers and 
sick women. 
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Sergeant of tiii. Waggon-Train 

If so be they are dead, ye Riay as well drop 'em over the 
tail-board. 'Tis no use siraimng- ihe horses unnecessary. 

Waggons iL-'lt. T'A(j of the v. oundc'd wlvj h'i\e just died are tal:cn out, 
laid down by the roads de, .-'id ionie ^nuddy siiO\/ scraped o\er them. 
Exeunt waggons and serg«Mnt. 

An interv?!. More I'niiusl’i troops pass on horses, mostly sboele^s and 
foundered. 

Enter SiR Totix Mooru and ofnccis. Moore appears m the pale evening 
light as a handsoiiK' m.^n, far on iii the forties, the orbits nis dark e\cs 
showing marks of deep a-nxiety He :s talkmg to some of his staff with 
vehement emphasis and gesture 'Iney c’-o-^.s the scene and go on out of 
sight, and the squashing of their horses’ hoofs in the snoA}* mud dies away. 

Fifth Deserter 'incoherently m his sleep) 

Poise fawlocks — open pans — right hands to pouch-- -handle 
cartridge — bring u — quick motion — ^bite top well off — prime — 
shut pans — cast about — load 

First Desertisr (throwing a shoe at the sleepci) 

Shut up tliat 1 D’ye think you are a ’cruity in the awkward 
squad still ? 

Second Deserter 

I donk know what he thinks, but I know what I feel I Would 
that I were at home in llngland again, where there s old- 
fashioned tipple, and a proper God A'mighly instead of this 
eternal ’Ooman and baby, — ay, at home a-leaning against Oid 
Bristol Bridge, and no questions asked, and the winter sun 
slanting friendly o\er Baldwin hirect as ’a used to do Tis my 
very belief, though I ha\e lost all sure reckoning, that if I wer 
there, and in good health, k would be New Years day about now 
What it is over here I don’t know. Ay, to-night we should be 
a-setting in the tap of the ‘^Adam and Eve”--hfnng up the tunc 
of '•‘The Light o' the Moon.” ’Twer a loinantical thing enough. 
’A used to go som’at like this (he sings m a n.i-al tone) — 

“01 thought it had been day, 

And I stole from her away ; 

But it proved to be the light o’ the moon ” 

Retreat continues, wan infantry in good order Hearing the singing, one 
of the officers looks around, and deta.ching a patrol enters the mined house 
with the file of men, the body of soldiers marching on. The inmates of the 
cellar bury themselves m the stiaw. The officer peers about, and seeing nc 
one prods the straw- with his sword 
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Voices (under the straw) 

Oh 1 Hell! Stop it! We’ll come out! Mercy! Quarter! 

[The lurkers are uncovered. 

Officer 

if you are well enough to sing bawdy songs, you ai*e well 
enough to march. So out of it — or you’ll be shot, here and now 1 

Several 

You may shoot us, captain, or the French may shoot us, or 
the devil may take us ; we don’t care which ! Only we can’t 
stir. Pity the women, captain, but do what you will with us ! 

The searchers pass over the wounded, and stir out those capable of 
marching, both men and women, so far as they discover them. They are 
pricked on by the patrol. Exeunt patrol and deserters in its charge 

Those who remain look stolidly at the highway. The English Rear-guard 
of cavalry crosses the scene and passes out. An interval. It grows dusk. 

Spirit Ironic 

Quaint poesy ^ a?id real romance of war / 

Spirit of the Pities 

Mock on^ Shade^ if thou wilt I But others find 
Poesy ever lurk where pit-pats poor 7nankindl 
The scene is cloaked in darkness. 


SCENE II 

THE SAME 

It is nearly midnight. The fugitives who remain in the cellar having 
slept off the effects of the wine, are awakened by a new tramping of cavalry, 
which becomes more- and more persistent. It is the French, who now fill the 
road. The advance-guard having passed by, Dklaboude's division, 
division, Merle's division, and others, successively cross the gloom. 

Presently come the outlines of the Imperial Guard, and then, with a start, 
those in hiding reahise their situation, and arc wide awake* Napoleon 
enters with hi.s staff. He has just been overtaken by a courier, and orders 
those round him to halt 

NapoliSon 

Let there a fire be lit : ay, here and now. 

The lines within these letters brook no pause 
In mastering their purport. 

Some of the French approach the ruined house and, appropriating what 
wood is still left there, heap it by the roadside and set it alight. A mixed 
tain and snow falls, and the sputtering fiames throw a glare all round. 
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Second Deserter (under his voice) 

We be shot corpses * Ay, faiih. we be ’ Why didnh I stick 
to England, and true doxology, and leave foreign doxies and 
their wine alone I . . . .Mate, can ye squee^ie another shardful 
from the cask there, for I feel my time is come ' . . . O that I 
had but the barrel of that fiieiock 1 throwed away, and that 
wasted powder to prime and load! Tins bullet I chaw- to 
squencli my hunger would do the rest ! ... Yes, I could pick 
him off now ! 

First Deserter 

You lie low vv’ith your picking olf, or he may pick off you ! 
Thank God the babies are gonc^ iNJaybe we sl'an't be noticed, 
if we’ve but the courage to do nothing, and keep hid. 

Nai'OI hO>. dj'-Lioi.nt'', ,’pp:on.che5 ihc fre and looks arourd 

XAROLfON 

Another of their dead horses here, I see. 

OrncER 

Yes, sire. We have counted eighteen hundred odd 
!■ rom Renavente hither, pistoled thus 
Some ue'd to finish for them headlong haste 
Spared them no tunc for mercy to their brutes. 

One-half their cavalry now tramps afoot. 

X XPOLfON 

And what’s the tale of waggons we ve picked up ? 

Ofitcer 

Spanish and all abandoned, some four hundred : 

Of magcizine:j and firelocks, full ten load , 

And siiagglers and their girls a numerous crew. 

Xapoleon 

Ay, devil — plenty those 1 Licentious ones 
These English, as all canting peoples are. — 

And prisoners ^ 

Oi ncr.R 

Seven hundred English, sire ; 

Spaniards five thousand more. 
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Napoleon 

’Tis not amiss. 

To keep the new year up they run away ! 

(He soliloquizes as he begins tearing open the dispatches) 

Nor Pitt nor Fox displayed such blundering' 

As glares in this campaign 1 It is, indeed, 

Enlarging Folly to Foolhardiness 
To combat France by land ! But how expect 
Aiiglit that can claim the name of government 
From Canning, Castlereagh, and Perceval, 

Caballers all — poor sorry politicians — 

To whom has fallen the luck of reaping in 
The harvestings of PitPs bold husbandry. 

He unfolds a dispatch, and looks for something to sit on. A cloak is 
thrown over a log, and he settles to reading by the firelight. The others 
stand round. The light, crossed by the snow-flakes, flickeis on his unhealthy 
face and stoutening figure. He sinks into the ligidity of profound thought, 
till his features lour. 

So this is their reply ! They have done with me ! 

Britain declines negotiating further — 

Flouts France and Russia indiscriminately. 

Since one dethrones and keeps as prisoners 
The most legitimate kings ” — that means myself — 

‘‘The other suffers their unworthy treatment 
1'" or sordid interests ” — that’s for Alexander ! . 

And what is Georgy made to say besides ? — 

“ Pacific overtures to us arc wiles 

Woven to unnerve the generous nations round 

Lately escaped the galling" yoke of F ranee, 

Or waiting so to do. Such, then, being seen, 

These tentatives must be regarded now 
As finally forgone ; and crimson war 
Be faced to its fell worst, unflinchingly.” 

* —The devil take their lecture ! What am I, 

That England should return such insolence ? 

PIg jumps up, furious, and walks to and fro beside the fire. By and by 
cooling he sits down again. 

Now as to hostile signs in Austria. . . , 

(He breaks another seal and reads) 

Ah, — swords to cross with her some day in spring 1 
^Thinking me cornered Ov^er here in Spain 
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She speaks without disguise, the covert pact 
’Twixt hei and England owning now quite frankly, 

Careless how works its knowledge upon me. 

She, England, Germany ■ well — I can hont them t 
That there is no sufficient force of French 
Between the Elbe and Rhine to prostrate her, 

Let new and terrible experience 

Soon disillude her of ! Yea ; she may arm : 

The opportunity she late let slip 
Will not subserve her now ! 

Spirit of the Pities 

J^as he no heart-Jmits that this Austrian courts 
Whereon his mood takes mould so masterful^ 

Is rearing naively in its nursen^-rooni 
A future wife for him ? 

Spirit of the Years 

Thou do^l but guess 
And hoiu should his heart k?ww i 

Napoli^OX (opening and reading another dispatch) 

Now castwaid. Ohe ! — 

The Orient likewise looms full sombrely. . . . 

The Turk declines pacifically to yield 
What I have promised Alexander. Ah I . . . 

As for Constantinople being his pii%e 

ni see him frozen first. His flight’s too high ! 

And showing that I think so makes him cool. (Rises.) 

Is Soult the Duke Dalmatia yet at hand ? 

Officer 

He has arrived along the Leon road 
Just now, your Majesty ; and only i^aits 
The close of your perusals. 

Enter Soult, who is greeted by NAPOLitoN. 

First Deserter 

Good Lord deliver us from all great men, and take me back 
again to humble life ! That’s Marshal S oult the Puk eL. of- 
Dalmatia I 
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Second Deserter 

The Duke of Damnation for our poor rear, by the look on’t 1 
First Deserter 

Yes — he’ll make ’em rub their poor rears before he has done 
with ’em ! But we must overtake ’em io-morrow by a cross-cut, 
please Clod ! 

Napoli^ON (pointing to the dispatches) 

Here’s matter enough for me, Duke, and to spare. 

The ominous contents are like the threats 
The ancient prophets dealt rebellious Judah ! 

Austria we soon shall have upon our hands, 

And England still is fierce for fighting on, — 

Strange humour in a concord-loving land ! 

So now I must to Paris straight away — 

At least, to Valladolid ; so as to stand 
More apt for couriers than I do out here 
In this far western corner, and to mark 
The veerings of these new developments, 

And blow a counter-breeze. . . . 

Then, too, there’s Lannes, still sweating at the siege 
Of Sullen Zaragoza as ’twcre hell. 

Him I must further counsel how to close 

His twice too tedious battery. — You, then, Soult — 

Ncy is not yet, I gather, quite come up? 

Soult 

He’s near, sire, on the Benavente road ; 

But some hours to the rear I reckon, still. 

NAPOLitoN 

Him I’ll direct to come to your support 
In this pursuit and harassment of Moore 
Wherein you take my place. You’ll follow up 
And chase the flying English to the sea. 

Bear hard on them, the bayonet at their loins. 

With Merle’s and Mermet’s corps just gone ahead, 

And Delaborde’s, and Heudelet’s here at hand. 

While Lorge’s and Lahoussaye’s picked dragoons 
Will follow, and Franceschi’s cavalry. 

To Ney I am writing that, in case of need, 

He will support, with Marchand and Mathieu» — 
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Your total thus of seventy thousand odd, 

Ten thousand horse, and cannon to five score, 

Should near annihilate this British force, 

And carve a triumph large m history, 

(lie uonds o\or the rre and raaht'a ‘^onie notes rapidly ) 

I move into Astoiga : then tuin back, 

(Though only in my person do I turn) 

And leave to you the destinies of Spam. 

Spirit of the Ye^rs 

More iitrnhig r,iay be he7‘e iha7i Jtc dedgris. 

In, fkis S7)2aLI^ siidde77. swifr nn'Ti backunrd^ he 

Suggests 07ie furnii-tg from Jiis apogee ' 

The ('haracters disperse the nro sinks, and snov\ flakes and darkness blot 
out a'k 


SCENE III 

RE FORT CORUNA 

The town, hnrboui, and hills at the b.»ok are viewed from an neiial pouit 
to the north, ovei the lighthouse know a si's the Tower of He’-cifles nsing at 
the (*\L.vrTirLy of the tongue at land on which La Couaia stands, the open 
ocean Uemg in tne speetaioi’s rei’ 

In the foregiouiKl the most prominent featiiie is the walled old town, with 
its white tow CIS and houses, shaping itself a^oft o\er the harhom The now 
town, and its pamtecl fronts, show bright below, e\<'n on tins cloudy tviritei 
afteinoon I'lirther off, behind the hariour — now crowded wnih Bnrsh 
transpoitN of all — is a senes of low biokcn hills, mtersected by hedges 

and ‘'tone w.dlh 

A mile belli ntl these low' inner lulls is beheld a rocky chain of outer and 
loftiei heights turn completeH command the former. Nothing beh ’ hI ihoin 
is seen but grey sk\ 


DUMB SHOW 

On the inner lulls aforesaid the kttle Knghsh arm\ — a pathetic fourteen 
thousand of foot only — is just deplo} mg into line HoprS diM-iton on the left, 
!]@I41RD’S to the right ik'VUET w'ltli tlic reserve 1 ^ in the fioIRiw to the leh 
behind them ; and pRASLR’k ‘division still luither back shapes out on a slight 
rise to the right. 

This haias.‘5cd force now appears as if composed 01 quite other than the 
men observed m the Reircnt insuboidinnleb' straggling along hk^' \agaboLids 
Yet they aic t!ie same men, suddenly st tfened and grown amenable to 
discipline by tlie 'satisfaction of standing to the enemy at last. They resemble 
a double palisade of icd stakes, the only gapr, bemg those that th.c mdancholy 
necessity ol scant numbers emails heie and there. 
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Over the heads of these red men are beheld on the outer hills the twenty 
thousand French that have been pushed along the road at the heels of the 
English by Soult. They have an ominous superionty, both in position 
and in their “abundance of cavalry and artillery, over the slender lines of 
English foot. The left of this background, facing Hope, is made up of 
DhibA horde’s and Merle’s divisions, while in a deadly aic lomid Baird, 
from whom they are divided only by the village of Elvina, aie placed Mermet’s 
division, Laiiquss aye’s and Lorge’s dragoons, Francesctii’s cavalry, and, 
highest up of all, a formidable battery of eleven great guns that rake the whole 
British line. 

It IS now getting on for two o'clock, and a stir of activity has lately been 
noticed along the French front. Three columns aie discerned descending from 
their position, the first towards the division of Sir David Baird, the weakest 
point in the English line, the next towards the centre, the third towards the 
left. A heavy cannonade from the battery supports this advance. 

The clash ensues, the English being swept down in swathes by the enemy’s 
artillery. The opponents meet face to face at the village in the valley between 
them, and the fight there grows furious. 

Sir Toh n. . Moo re is seen galloping to the front under the gloomy sky. 

Spirit of the Pities 

/ seem io vision in San Carlos’ gaj-den^ 
lliat rises salient in the upper town^ 

Ills 7muie^ and datCy and doings set within 
A filmy outline like a fnonmnenty 
Which yet is hut the insubstantial air. 

Spirit of the Years 

Read visions as cofijeciurcs ; not as more. 

When Mcx)RR arrives at the front, FjRA&i£R and,J^AGET move to the right, 
where the Phiglish are most sorely pressed. A grape^sliot strikes off Baird’s 
arm. There is a little confusion, and lie is borne to the rear ; whiirTJ^SR 
Napier disappears, a prisoner. 

Intelligence of these misfortunes is brought to SiR John Moore, He goes 
further forw^ard, and pieoedes in penson the Forty-second regiment and a 
battalion of the Guards who, with fi.\'ed bayonets, bear the enemy back, 
Moore’s gestures in cheering them being notably energetic. Pursuers, 
pursued, and Sir John himself pass out of sight behind the hill Dumb 
Show ends. 

The point of vision de.scends to the immediate rear of the English position. 
The early January evening has begun to spread its shades, and shouts of 
dismay are heard from behind the hill over which MoORE and the advancing 
lines have vanished. 

Straggling soldiers cross in the gloom 

First Straggler 

He^s struck by a cannon-ball, that I know ; but be^s not killed, 
that I pray God Almighty. 
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Secoxj^ Straggler 

IBcitcr he ^^cre. His shouicK-i is knocked to a bag of splinters. 
As Sir David ^\ils v. o^\’nded. Sir John was anxious that the right 
should not gi\e A\ay, and went forward to keep it firm 

First Straggler 

He didn't keep jy/z' ntm. howsomever. 

Second Straggler 

Nor you, for that matter. 

First Straggler 

Well, 'twas a serious place for a man with no priming-horn, 
and a character to lose, so I judged it best to fall to the rear by 
lying down. A man can't fight by the regulations without hi? 
piiming horn, and I am none of your slovenly anyhow fighters. 

S ECOiND S TR AGGLER 

^Nation, having dropped my tlmt-pouch, I was the same. li 
you’d had your pnmmg-horn, and I my flints, mind \e, w'e should 
•have been ihcie now ! Then, forty-whoiy, that we are not is the 
fault o’ (3o\ eminent for not supplying new^ ones from the rescive ! 

First Straggler 

What did he say as he led us on ? 

Second Straggler 

“Forty-second, remember Egypt ' I heard it with my own 
ears Yes, that was his strict testament. 

First Straggt.ir 

“ Remember Egypt ” Ay, and I do, for I was there ! . . . 
Upon my salvation, here’s for back again, whether or no ! 

Second Straggler 

But here. “Forty-second, lemember Egypt,’’ he said in the 
very eye of that French battery playing through us. And the 
next omen w'as that he was struck off his horse, and fell on his 
back to the ground. I remembered Egypt, and what had just 
happened too, so thorough w'ell that I remembered the way over 
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this wall Captain Hardinge, who was close to him, jumped ofi 
his horse, and he and one in the ranks lifted him, and are now 
bringing him along. 

First Straggler 

N evortheless, hei e’s for back again, come what will. Remember 
Egypt ! Hurrah ! 

[Exit First straggler. 

Second straggler ponders, then suddenly follows Fiist. Enter Coi-onel 
Anderson and others hastily. 

An Officer 

Now fetch a blanket. He must be carried in. 

[Shouts heard. 

Colonel Anderson 

That means we are gaining ground ! Had fate but left 

This last blow undecreed, the hour had shone 

A star amid these girdling days of gloom ! 

[Exit. 

Enter in the obscurity six soldiers of the Forty-second bearing Sir John 
Moore on their joined hands. hlARDiNCE walks beside and 

steadies hun. lie is temporarily laid down in the shelter of a wall, his left, 
shoulder being pounded .iwny, the arm d.inglmg by a shied of flesh 

Enter Colonel Graham and Captain Woodford. 

Grah-\m 

The wound is more than serious, Woodford, far. 

Ride for a surgeon — one of those, perhaps, 

Who lend Sir David Haird ? (Exit f'aptam Woodford.) 

His blood throbs forth so fast, that I have dark fears 

He’ll drain to death ere anything can be done I 

llARPINl^E 

ril try to staunch it — since no skill’s in call. 

(He takes off his sash and cndenvouib to bind the wound with it. MoORE 
smiles and shakes his head ) 

There’s not much checking it ’ The rent’s too gross. 

A dozen lives could pass that thoroughfare ! 

Enter a soldier with a l)lankc*t They lift Mooki-' into it. During the 
operation the pommel of his swoid, which he still wears, is accidentally thiust 
into the wound. 

I’ll loose the sword — it bruises you, Sir John. 

[He begins lo unbuckle it. 
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jMOORE 

No. Let it be ’ One hurt more matters not. 

I wish it to go off the field with me. 

Hardinge 

I like the sound of that It augurs well 
For your much-hoped recovery. 

Moore (looking sadly at his wound) 

Hardinge, no : 

Nature is nonplussed there I My shoulder's gone, 

And this left side laid open to my lungs. 

There’s but a brief breath now for me, at most. . . . 
Could you — move me along — that I may glimpse 
Still how the battle’s going ? 

Hardinge 

Ay, Sir John — 

A few yards higher up, where we can see 

He is borne ui the blanl^et a little way onward, and lifted so that he can 
view the valley and the action. 

Moore (brightly) 

They seem to be advancing. Yes, it is so ! 

Enter Sir. John Hope. 

Ah, Hope ' — I am doing badly here enough ; 

But they are doing rarely well out there. 

(Presses Hope's hand ) 

Donk leave ’ my speech may flag with this fierce pain, 
But you can talk to me. — Are the French checked ? 

Hope 

My dear friend, they are borne back steadily. 

Moore (his voice weakening) 

I hope that England — will be satisfied — 

I hope my native land — will do me justice ! . . , 

I shall be blamed for sending Craufurd off 
Along the Orense road. But had I not, 

Bonaparte would have headed us that way. . . , 
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Hope 

0 would that Soult had but accepted battle 

By Lugo town ! We should have crushed him there. 

Moore 

Yes . . , yes. — But it has never been my lot 
To owe much to good luck ; nor was it then. 

Good fortune has been mine, but, (bitterly) mostly so 
By the exhaustion of all shapes of bad ! . . . 

Well, this does not become a dying man ; 

And others have been chastened more than I 
By Him who holds us in His hollowed hand ! . . . 

I grieve for Zaragoza 'f, as said, 

The siege goes sorely with her, which it must. 

1 heard when at Dahagun that late day 
That she was holding out heroically. 

But I must leave such now. — You’ll see my friends 
As early as you can ? Tell them the whole ; 

Say to my mother. . . , (His voice fails.) 

Hope, Hope, I have so much to charge you with, 

But weakness clams my tongue ! ... If I must die 
Without a word with Stanhope, ask him, Hope, 

To — name me to his sister. You may know 
Of what there was between us ? , . . 

Is Colonel Graham well, and all my aides ? 

My will I have made — it is in Colborne’s charge 
With other papers, 

Hope 

He’s now coming up. 

Enter Major Colbornk, principal aide-de-camp. 

Moork 

Are the French beaten, Colborne, or repulsed? 

Alas I you see what they have done to me 1 

Colborne 

I do, Sir John : I am more than sad thereat ! 

In brief time now the surgeon will be here, 
llie French retreat — pushed from Elvina fan 

Moore 

That’s good ! Is Paget anywhere about ? 
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COLBORXE 

' He’s at the front. Sir John. 

Moore 

Remembrance to him ] 

Enter two smgcoiis 

Ah, doctors, — you can scarcely mend up me. — 

And yet I Icel so tough — I have feverish fears 
My dying will waste a long and tedious while ? 

But not too long, I hope ! 

Surgeons (after a hasty examination) 

You must be borne 

In to your lodgings instantly, Sir John. 

Please strive to stand the motion — if you can ; 

They will keep step, and bear you steaclil). 

Moore 

Anything . . . Surely fainter ebbs that hre ? 

COLBORNE 

Yes : we must be advancing everywhere : 

Colbert their General, too, they have lost, I learn. 

They lift him by Sti etching their sashes undei the blanket, and begin 
moving off. A light waggon enters. 

Moore 

Who^s in that waggon ? 

PIardinge 

Colonel Wynch, Sir John. 

He's wounded, but he urges you to take it. 

Moore 

No. I will not. This suits. . . , Don’t come with me ; 
There's more for you to do out here as yet 

(Cheerful shouts ) 

A-ha 1 'Tis way I have wished to die ’ 

Exeunt slowly in the twilight Moorf, bearers, siugeons, etc , tow'ard? 
Cormla. 


The scene darkens. 
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SCENE IV 

Coruna, near the ramparts 

It is just befoie dawn on the following morning, objects bein^ still in- 
distinct. The featuies of the elevated enclosuie of San Carlos can be 
recognized in dim outline, and also those of the Old Town of Coiuha around, 
though scarcely a lamp is shining. The numerous transports in the harbour 
beneath have still their riding-hghts burning. 

In a nook of the town walls a lantern glimmers. Some English soldiers 
of the Ninth legiment are hastily digging a grave there with extemporized 
tools. 

A Voice (from the gloom some distance off) 

“ I am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord : he that 
believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live.” 

The soldiers look up, and see entering at the further end of the patch of 
ground a slow procession. It advances by the light of lanterns in the hands 
of some members of it. At moments the fitful rays fall upon beaters canying 
a coffinless body rolled in a blanket, with a military cloak roughly thrown 
over by way of pall. It is brought towards the incomplete grave, and 
followed by Hope, Graham, Andkr.son, Colbornk, Hardinge, and 
several aides-de-camp, a chaplain pieceding. 

First Soldier 

They are here, almost as hasteful as ourselves. 

There is no time to dig much deeper now ; 

Level a bottom just as far's we've got. 

He'll couch as calmly in this scrabbled hole 

As in a royal vault ! 

Second Soldier 

Would it had been a fool deeper, here among foreigners, with 
strange manures manufactured out of no one knows what ! Surely 
we can give him another six inches ? 

First Soldier 

There is no time. Just make the bottom true. 

The meagre procession approaches the spot, and waits while the half-dug 
grave is roughly finished by the men of the Ninth. T'hey step out of it, and 
another of them holds a lantern to the chaplain's book. The winter day 
slowly dawns. 
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Chaplain 

«« Man that is born of a wonian hath but a short time to live, 
and is full of misery. He cometh up, and is cui down, like a 
flower ; he fleeth as it were a shadow , and never continueth in 
one stay.^’ 

A gun is fired from the French battery not fai off, then another. The 
ships m the harbour take in their ridnig-lights. 

COLBORNE (in a low voice) 

I knew that dawm would see them open fire. 

Hope 

We must perforce be swift to use our time. 

Would we had closed our too sid office sooner ! 

As the body is lowered anothei discharge echoes They glance gloomily 
at the heights where the Fiench aie langed, and then into the grave. 

Cpiaplain 

“We therefore commit his body to the ground. Earth to 
earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust.” (Another gun. ) 

A spent ball fills not far off "J-hey put out their lanterns Continued 
firing, some shot splashing into the harbour below them. 

Hope 

In mercy to the living, who are thrust 
Upon our care for their deliverance, 

And run much hazard till they aie embarked, 

Wc must abridge these duties to the dead, 

Who will not mind be they abridged or no. 

Hardinge 

And could he mind, would be the man to bid it. . . , 
Hope 

We shall do well, then, curtly to conclude 
These mutilated prayers — our hurried best I — 

And what’s left unsaid, feel. 

Chaplain (his words bioken by the cannonade) 

“ * . • . We give Thee hearty thanks for that it hath pleased 
Thee to deliver this our brother out of the miseries of this sinful 
world. . . . Who also hath taught us not to be sorry, as men 
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without hope, for them that sleep in liim. . . . Gi'ant this, 
through Jesus Christ our Mediator and Redeemer.’’ 

Officers and Soldiers 

Amen ! 

The diggers of the Ninth hastily fill in the grave, and the scene shuts as 
the mournful figures retire. 


SCENE V 

VIENNA. A CAFE IN THE STEPHANS-PLATZ 

An evening between light and dark is disclosed, some lamps being lit. 
The huge body and tower of St. Stephen's rise into the sky some way oiff, the 
western gleam still touching the upper stonework. Groups of people are 
seated at the tables, drinking and reading the newspapers. One very 
animated group, which includes an Englishman, is talking loudly. A citizen 
near looks up from his newspaper. 

Citizen (to the Englishman) 

I read, sir, here, the troubles you discuss 
Of your so gallant army under Moore. 

His was a spirit baffled but not quelled, 

And in his death there shone a stoicism 
That lent retreat the rays of victory. 

Englishman 

It was so. While men chide they will admire him, 

And frowning, praise. I could nigh prophesy 
That the unwonted crosses he has borne 
In his career of sharp vicissitude 
Will tinct his stoiy with a tender charm, 

And grant the memoiy of his strenuous feats 
As long a lease within the minds of men 
As conquerors hold there. — Does the sheet give news 
Of how the troops reached home ? 

Citizen (looking again at the paper) 

Yes ; from your press 

It quotes that they arrived at Plymouth Sound 
Mid dreadful weather and much suffering. 

It states they looked the very ghosts of men. 

So heavily had hunger told on them, 

And the fatigues and toils of the retreat 
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Several were landed dead, and many died 
As they were borne along. At Portsmouth, 100, 

Sir David Baird, still helpless from his wound. 

Was carried in a cot, sheet-pale and thin, 

And Sir John Hope, lank as a skeleton. — 

Thereto is added, with authority, 

That a new expedition soon will fit, 

And start again for Spain. 

Englishman 

I have heard as much. 
Citizen 

You’ll do it next time, sir. And so shall we ! 

Second Citizen (regarding the church tower opposite) 
You witnessed the High Service over there 
They held this morning ? (To the Englishman ) 

Englishman 

Ay ; I did get in ; 

Though not without hard striving, such the throng ; 
But travellers roam to waste who shyly roam 
And I pushed like the rest. 

Second Citizen 

Our young Archduchess 
Maria Louisa was, they tell me, present ? 

ENtiLlbHMAN 

O yes : the whole Imperial family, 

And when the Bishop called all blessings down 
Upon the Landwchr colours there displayed. 
Enthusiasm touched the sky — she sharing it. 

Second Citizen 

Commendable in her, and spirited, 

After the graceless insults to the Court 
The Paris journals flaunt — not voluntarily, 

But by his ordei'ing. Magician-like 
He holds them in his fist, and at his squeeze 
They bubble what he wills I . . - Yes, she’s a girl 
Of patriotic build, and hates the French. 
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Quite lately she was overheard to say 
She had met with most convincing- auguries 
That this year Bonaparte was starred to die. 

Englishman 

Your arms must render its fulfilment sui'e. 

Second Citizen 

Right ! And we have the opportunity, 

By upping to the war in suddenness, 

And catching him unaware. The pink and flower 
Of all his veteran troops are now in Spain 
Fully engaged with yours ; while those he holds 
In Germany are scattered far and wide. 

First Citizen (looking up again from his newspaper) 

I see here that he vows and guarantees 
Inviolate bounds to all our territories 
If we but pledge to carry out forthwith 
A prompt disarmament. Since thads his price 
Hell burn his guarantees ! Too long he has fooled us. 

(To the Englishman) I drink, sir, to your land's consistency." 
While we and all the kindred Europe States 
Alternately have wooed and warred with him, 

You have not bent to blowing hot and cold, 

But held you sturdily inimical ! • 

Englishman (laughing) 

Less Christian-like forgiveness mellows us 

Than Continental souls ! (They drink.) 

A band is heard in a distant street, with shouting. Enter third and fourth 
citizens, followed by others. 

First Citizen 

More news afloat ? 

Third and Fourth Citizens 

Yea ; an announcement that the Archduke Charles 
Is given the chief command. .^i*.**-*^ 

First, Second, etc., Citizens 

Huzza I Right so ! 

A clinking of glasses, rising from scats, and general enthusiasm. 
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Second Citizen 

If war had not so pally been declared, 

Our howil/crs and firelocks of themselves 
Would have gone off to shame us ! This forenoon 
Some of ihc I.andwehr met me ; they are hot 
For setting out, though but few months enrolled. 


Englishman 

That moves reflection somewhat They are young 
For measuring with the veteran files of France 1 

First Citizen 

Napolcon^s army swarms with tender youth, 

His last conscription besomed into it 
Thousands of merest boys. But he contrives 
To mix them in the field with seasoned frames. 

Si-:coND Citizen 

The sadly-seen mistake this country made 
Was that of grounding hostile arms at all. 

We should have fought irreconcilably — 

Have been consistent as the English are. 
d'he French arc our hereditary foes, 

And this adventurer of the saucy sword, 

This sacrilegious slighter of our shrines, 

Stands author of all our ills . . . 

Our harvest fields and fruits he tramples on, 
Accumulating ruin in our land. 

Think of what mouimngs in the last sad war 
^Tv'HS his to instigate and answer for! 

Time never can efface the glint of tears 
In palaces, in shoj^s, in fields, in cots, 

From women widowed, sonless, fatherless, 

Tliat then oppressed our eyes. There is no salve 
For such deep harrowings but to fight again ; 

The enfranchisement of Europe hangs thereon, 

And long she has lingered for the sign to crush him : 
That signal we have given ; the lime is come ! 

(Thumping on the tables ) 
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Fifth Citizen (at another table, looking up from hib paper 
and speaking across) 

I see that Russia has declined to aid us, 

And says she knows that Pi'ussia likewise must ; 

So that the mission of I: ^nn ce Schwarzenberg 
To Alexander’s Court has close<l m lallurer ’ 

Third Citizen 

Ay — through his being honest — fatal sin ! — 

Probing too plainly for the Emperor’s ears 
His ominous friendship with Napoleon. 

Englishman 

Some say he was more than honest with the Tsar; 

Hinting that his becoming an ally 

Makes him accomplice of the Corsican 

In the unprincipled dark overthrow 

Of his poor trusting childish Spanish friends — 

Which gave the Tsar olfence. 

Third Citizen 

And our best bid — 

The last, most delicate dish—a tastelessness. 

First Citizen 

What was Prince Schwarzenberg’s best bid, I pray? 
Third Citizen 

The offer of the heir of Austria’s hand 
For Alexander’s sister the Grand-Duchess. 

Englishman 

Ho could not have accepted, if or no : 

She is inscribed as wife for Bonaparte. 

First Citizen 

I doubt that text I 

Englishman 

> , Time’s context soon will snow. 
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Spxond Citizen 

The Russian Cabinet can not for long 
Resist the ardour of the Russian lanks 
To march with us the moment we achiexe 
Our first loud Mctory ! 

A Ixinrl IS hoard plaving afar, and shouting People aie seen huirying 
past in the direction of the sounds Enter sixth citizen 


Sixth Citizen 


The Archduke Charles 
Is passing the Ringstrasse just by now, 

His regiment at his heels ! 

The younger sitters jump up with animation, and go out, the elder mostly 
remaining. 


Second Citizen 


Realm never faced 
The gnn of a more fierce necessity 
Por horrid war, than ours at this tense time ! 
llu' sounds of band-playing and huz/aing wane awaj. Citizens return. 


First Citizen 

hlore news, my fiiends, of swiftly sw^eiling zeal ? 


Re-entered Citizens 

ICre passing" dow*n the Ring, the Archduke paused 
And gave the soldiers speech, enkindling them 
As sunrise a confronting throng of panes 
I'hat glaze a many-windowed east fagade : 

Hot volunteeis vamp m from vill and plain — 
More than we need in furthest sacrifice ! 


First, Second, ktc , Citizens 
Huzza ! Right so ’ Good I Forwards 1 God be praised ! 

They stand up, and a clinking of glasses follows, till they subside to 
quietude and a rcpcrusal of newspapers. Nightfall succeeds. Dancing- 
rooms are lit up in an opposite street, and dancing begins The figures are 
seen gracefully moving round to the throbbing strams of a string-band, which 
plays a new waltzing movement with a warlike name, soon to spread over 
Europe The dancers sing patriotic words as they whirl. 

The night closes over. 
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ACT FOURTH 
SCENE I 

A ROAD OUT OF VIENNA 

It is a morning m early May Rain descends in torrents, accompanied by 
peals of thunder. The tepid downpour has caused the trees to assume as by 
magic a clothing of limp gieen leafage, and has turned the i-uts of the uneven 
highway into little canals. 

A drenched traveUing-chaiiot is passing, with a meagre escoit. In the 
interior are seated font women . the Archduchess Maria Louis.a, m age 
about eighteen , her stepmother the Empress of Austria, third wife of 
Francis, only four years older than the Archduchess ; and two ladies of 
the Austrian Court. Behind come attendant carnages bearing servants and 
luggage. 

The inmates remain for the most part silent, and appear to be in a gloomy 
frame of mind. From time to time they glance at the moist spiing scenes 
which pa.ss without in a peispective distoited by the rain-drops that slide 
down the panes, and by the bluiring effect of the travellers’ breathings. Of 
the four the one who keeps m the best spnitr* is the Archduchess, a fair, 
blue-cycd, full-figiued, round-lipped maiden. 

Maria Louisa 

Whether the rain comes in or not I must open the window. 
Please allow me. (She straightway opens it.) 

Emprpiss (groaning ) 

Yes— open or shut it — I don’t care. I am too ill to care for 
anything ! (The carriage jolts into a hole.) O woe ! To think that 
I am driven away from my husband’s home in such a miserable 
conveyance, along such a road, and in such weather as this. 
(Peal of thunder.) There ai’c his guns I 

Maria Louisa 

No, my dear one. It cannot be his guns. They told us 
when we started that he was only half-way from Ratisbon hither, 
so that he must be nearly a hundred miles off as yet ; and a large 
army cannot move fast. 

Empress 

lie should never have been let come nearer than Ratisbon 1 
The victory at Echmlihl was fatal for us. O Echmiihl, Echrouhl 1 
I believe he will overtake us before we get to Buda. 
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First Lady-in-Waitixg 

If so, your Majesty, shall we be chained as prisoners and 
marched to Pans ? 

E:\ipress 

Undoubtedly. But I shouldn't much care. It would not be 
worse tlian tins. ... I feel sodden all through me, and frowzy, 
and broken ’ (She; closes her eyes as if to doze ) 

Maria Louisa 

It is dreadful to see her suffer so! (Shutting the window ) If 
the roads were not so bad I should not mind. I almost wish we 
had stayed ; though when he arrives the cannonade will be 
terrible. 

First Lady-in-waiting 

I wonder if he will get into Vienna. Will his men knock 
down all the houses, madam ? 

Maria Louisa 

If he do get in, I am sure his triumph will not be for long. 
My uncle the Arcliduke Charles is at his heels ' I have been 
told many important prophecies about Bonaparte’s end, which is 
fast noaiing, it is <isserted. It is he, they say, who is referred to 
in the Apocalypse. He is doomed to die this year at Cologne, 
in an inn called “The Red Crab.” I don’t attach too much 
importnnee to all these predictions, but O, how glad I should be 
to see them come true ! 

Second Lady-in-Waiting 

So should we all, madam. What would become of his 
divorce-scheme then ? 

M.aria Louisa 

Perhaps there is nothing in that report. One can hardly 
believe such gossip. 

Second Lady-in-Waiting 

But they say, your Imperial Highness, that he certainly has 
decided to sncnfice the Empress Josephine, and that at the 
meeting last October wdUi the Emperor Alexander at Erfurt, it 
was even settled that he should marry as his second wife the 
Grand-Duchess Anne. 
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Maria Louisa 

I am sure that the Empress her mother will never allow one 
of the house of Romanoff to many with a bourgeois Corsican. I 
wouldn't if I were she ! 

First Lady-in- Waiting 

Perhaps, your Highness, they are not so particular in Russia, 
where they arc i-ather new themselves, as we in Austria, with 
your ancient dynasty, are in such matters. 

Maria Louisa 

Perhaps not. Though the Empress-mother is a pompous old 
thing, as I have been told by Prince Schwarzenberg, who was 
negotiating there last winter. My father says it would be a 
dreadful misfortune for our country if they were to marry. 
Though if we are to be exiled I don't see how anything of that 
sort can matter much. ... I hope my father is safe ! 

An oOicer of the escort rides up to the carriage window, which is opened. 

Empress (unclosing her eyes) 

Any more misfortunes ? 

Ofeicer 

A rumour is a-wind, your Majesty, 

That the French host, the Emperor in its midst, 

Lann es. Massdna, and Bessicres in its van, 

Advancing hither along the Ratisbon road, 

H as seized the castle and town of Ebersberg, 

And burnt all down, with frightful massacre, 

Vast heaps of dead and wounded being consumed, 

So that the streets stink strong with frizzled flesh. — 

The enemy, ere this, has crossed the Traiin, 

Hurling brave Hiller’s army back on us, 

And marches on Amstetten — thirty miles 
Less distant from Vienna than before I 

Empress 

The Lord show mercy to us ! But O why 
Did not the Archdukes intercept the foe ? 
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Ol'IICRR 

His Highness Archduke Charles, your Majesty, 

After his soie repiui^e flohemia-wards, 

Could not proceed ^\!lh strength and speed enough 
To close ill junction with the Archduke John 
And Archduke Louis, as was then* intent. 

So Marshall Cannes swings swTtly on Vienna, 

With Ouduiot’s and Domonl s might of foot ; 

Then Massena and all his mounted men, 

And then Napoleon, Guards, Cuirassiers, 

And the maui body of the Imperial force. 

Empress 

Alas foi poor V lenna ! 

OrncER 
Even so 1 

Your Majesty has fled it none too soon. 

The w indow is shut, and the procession disappears behind the sheets 01 
rain. 


SCENE II 

THE ISLAND OF I OBAU, WITH WAGRAM BEYOND 

The* noith hon/.on at die hack of the bud’^-eje prospect is the high ground 
stretching fiom the Hisoniberg on the left to the p’ateau of Wagram on the 
right In front of these elevations spreads tlic wide plain of rhe Alarchfeld, 
open, treeless, and wuh scarcely a house upon it ’ 

In the foreground the Danube crosses the scene with a graceful slowness, 
looping u-t'lf round the nuntcrous wooded islands theren. The largest of 
these, jnunctl’.itohv under the e\e, .3 the I-obau, wh ch stands like a knot in 
the gnnikd grain represented by the rupiv.ng river 

On tins islnnd can be discerned closely packed, an enormous dark 
inullitudo of loot, hoise, and aitillery in French uniforms, the numbers 
reaching to ,1 hundred end seventy thousand 

Lifting our eyes to discover what may be opposed to them we perceive on 
the Wagram platenii afoicsaid, and right and left m front of it, extended lines 
of Austrians, whitish and glittcung, to the number of a hundred and forty 
thousand. 

The Jjly afternoon turns to evening, the evening to twilight A species of 
simmer which pervades the living spectacle raises expectation till the very aii* 
itself seems strained wath suspense. A huge event of some kind is awaiting 
birth. 


^ At th*s date. 
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DUMB SHOW 

The first change under the cloak of night is that the tightly packed 
regiments on the island are got under arms. The soldiery are like a thicket 
of reeds in which every reed should be a man. 

A large bridge connects the island with the further shoie, as well as some 
sinaUet bridges Opposite are high redoubts and ravelins that the Austnans 
have constructed for opposing the passage acioss, which the Fiench ostenta- 
tiously set themselves to attempt by the laige bridge, amid heavy cannon- 
ading. 

But the movement is a feint, though this is not perceived by the Austrians 
as yet. The real movement is on the right hand of the foreground, behind a 
spur of the isle, and out of sight of the enemy ; where several large rafts and 
fiat boats, each capable of carrying three hundred men, are floated out from 
a screened creek. 

Chosen battalions enter upon these, which immediately begin to cross with 
their burden. Simultaneously from other screened nooks secretly piepared 
floating bridges, in sections, are moved forth, joined together, and defended 
by those who crossed on the rafts. 

At two o’clock in the morning the thousands of cooped soldiers begin to 
cross the bridges, producing a scene which, on such a scale, was never before 
witnessed in the history of war. A great discharge from the batteries accom- 
panies this manoeuvre, arousing the Austrians to a like cannonade. 

the night has been obscure for summer-time, and there is no moon. The 
storm now breaks in a tempestuous downpour, with lightning and thunder. 
'Fhe tumult of nature mingles so fantastically with the tumuli of projectiles 
that flaming bombs and forked flashes cut the nir in company, and the noise 
from the mortars alternates with the noise from the clouds. 

From bridge to bridge and back again a gloomy-eyed figure stalks, as it 
lias stalked the whole night long, with the restlessness of a wild animal. 
Plastered with mud, and dribbling with rain-water, it bears no resemblance 
to anything dignified or ofiTiciak The figure is that of NapoliSon, urging his 
multitudes over. 

By daylight the great mass of the men is across the water. At six the 
rain ceases, the mist uncovers the face of the sun, which bristles on the 
helmets and bayonct.s of the Fiench. A hum of amazement ri.ses from the 
Austrian hosts, who turn staring faces southward and perceive what has 
happened, and the c'olumns of their enemies standing to arms on the same 
side of the stieam with themselves, and preparing to turn thejr left wing, 

NAPOb^iON rides along the front of hi.s forces, which now spread out upon 
the plain, and are ranged in order of battle. 

Dumb Show ends, and the point of view changes. 


SCENE HI 

THE FIEID OF WAGRAM 

The battlefield .is now viewed reversely, from the window's of a mansion at 
Wolkersdorf, to the i ear of the Austrian position. The aspect of the windows 
is nearly south, and the prospect includes the plain of the „Marchfeld, with 
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the isled Danube nufl Lobau in the extreme disiunce. Ten miles to the 
south-west, rightwnrds, the fa nt va.m-nit of the tower of St Stephen’s, 
Vio’-iii't aptieais. On tltc maldle-left slands tiie LOinpaet phiteeii of \Vac;iaiTL, 
so leg’ll. >riy shaped as to seciu if con-tiucied by art On t!ie extreme left 
the jaly ^’an hn^ lately 

In'^ do the roon m ' c’ seovered the Rmpi itost Fr \NCIS and some house- 
ho'd oh'lc'TS ’ll atte ida. c-i , a vi die Wa^'-Min-ster anti Sci.-eULries at a table 
at t'lo bick Trreugh op n doors can be sxm in an oute. apart-iiert 
adiuamt'-, oquernes, aide^, cUid oihei rnditary men An oihcxr i:: Wrt.tmg 
eniors. 

OrncLR 

Hooded by night the French have shTted. sire, 

And much retiscd them stations of the eie 
By thwart and wheeling moves upon our left, 

And on our centre — projects unforeseen 
Till near accomplished. 

Francis 

But I am advised 
By 01 al message tliat the Archduke Charles, 

Since the sharp strife last nighii Tias mended, too, 

Flis earlier disoositions. stiffened riles. 

Sped lion orders to the Archduke John 
To bring in swificst marches all hia might, 

And pounce with heavy impact on the French 
From nigh their rear ? 

Officer 

'Tis good, sue ; such a swoop 
Will raise an obstacle to their reticat 
And refuge m the fastness of the isle ; 

And sitow this victory -gorged adventurer 
Thai striking with a river m his rcar 
Is not the safest tactic to be played 
Against an Austrian fiont equip! like ours ! 

The Bmifruu Francis and o'liers scruvni^e through then glasses the 
positions and movements of the Ausliinn divisions, w’hich appear on the ijlaiii 
as pale mr.sacs, enntung f ■■dies irom rrm-) and helmets under the July rays, 
and renclnng from the Tower ot Xcusicdel on the left, past Wrgram, into the 
village of Stammeisdorf on the rignt Beyond ihcir lines are spread out the 
darker- hued French, almost parallel to the Austri.ins. 

Francis 

Those moving masses toward the right I deem 
The forces of Klenati and Kollowrath, 
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Sent to support Prince John of Lichtenstein 
In his attack that way ? 

An interval. 

Now that theyVe gained 
The right there, why is not the attack begun ? 

Officer 

They are beginning on the left wing^, sire. 

T'he Empkkor lesumes his glass and beholds bodies of men descending 
from the hills by Neusiedcl, and crossing the Russbach river towards the 
French — a movement which has been going on for some time 

Meanwhile the French stride stoutly on our midst ! 

Francis (turning thither) 

Where we are weakest I It surpasses me 
To understand why was our centre thinned 
To pillar up our right already strong, 

Where nought is doing, while our left assault 
Stands ill-supported ? 

Time pa.sses in silence. 

Yes ; it is so. See, 

The enemy strikes Rossenberg in flank, 

Compelling him to fall behind the Russbach ! 

The Empkkor gets excited, and his face perspires. At length he cannoi, 
watch thiongh his glass, and walks up and down. 

Penned useless here my nerves annoy my sight 1 
Inform me what you note. — I sliould opine 
The Wagram height behind impregnable ? 

Another silence, broken by the distant roar of the guns* 

Officer (at his glass) 

Klenau and Kollowrath are pounding on 1 
To turn the enemy’s left with our strong right 
Is, after all, a plan that works out well 
Hiller and Lichtenstein conjoin therein. 

Francis 

I hear from thence appalling cannonades. 

Officer 

’Tis theirs, your Majesty. Now we shall see 
if the French read that there the danger lies. 
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Francis 

I only pray that Tlonap<irte refrain 
From spymo danger there till all too late! 

Oi’FicCR (involuntaiily, after a pause) 

Ah, Hea\cnl 

Francis (turning sharply) 

Well, well ? What changes figure now ? 

Officer 

They pierce our centre, sire ! We are, despite, 

Not centrally so weak as I supposed. 

Well done, Bellegarde I 

Francis (glancing to the centre) 

And what has he well done ? 

Officer 

The French in fierce fume broke through Aderklaa; 

But Bcllcgaide, pricking along the plain behind, 

Has charged and drnen them back disorderedly. 

The Archduke Chailcs boundi, tliither, as I shape, 

In person to support him ' 

The Evirruoii returrs 10 his sp} glass; and they and others watch in 
silence, soinelimos the right ol their front, sometimes the centre. 

Francis 

It is so ! 

Tliat right attack of ours spells victory, 

And Austria’s grand salvation’ . . . (Tmie passes. ) Turn 
your glass, 

And closely scan Napoleon and his aides 
Hand-galloping towards his cen tie-left 
To strengthen it against the brave Bellegarde. 

Does j^our eye leach him ? — That whits horse, alone 
In front of those that move so rapidly. 

Officer 

It does, sire ; though my glass can conjure not 
So cunningly as yours. . . . That horse must be 
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The famed Euphrates — him the Persian king 
Sent Bonaparte as 'gift. 

A silence. Napoleon tenches a carnage that is moving across It bears 
Massi<:na, who, having received a iccent wound, is unable to ride. 

Francis 

See, the white horse and horseman pause beside 
A coach for some sti'angc reason rolling there. . . * 

That white-horsed rider — yes ! — is Bonaparte, 

By the aides hovering round. . . . 

New war-wiles have been worded ; we shall spell 
Their purport soon enough I (An interval ) 

The French take heart 
To stand to our battalions steadfastly, 

And hold their ground, having the Emperor near 1 
Time passes. An aide-de-camp enters. 

Aide 

The Arch^uJke. Cliarles i3 pierced in the shoulder, sire ; 

He strove too fai in beating back the French 
At Aderklaa, and was nearly ta’cn. 

The wound’s not serious. — On our right we win, 

And deem the battle ours. 

Enter another aide-de-camp. 

Second Aide 

Your Majesty, 

We have borne them back through Aspern village-street 
And lissling is recoveied. What counts more, 

Their bridges to the rear we have nearly grasped, 

And panic-struck they crowd the few left free, 

Choking the track, with cries of “ AU is lost I ” 

Francis 

Then is the land delivered. God be praised 1 

fhlxeunt aides. 

An interval, during which the Empkkok and his companions again 
remain anxiously at their glasses. 

There is a curious feature I discern 
To have come upon the battle. On our right 
We gain ground rapidly j towards the left 
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We lose it : and the unjudged consequence 
Is that the armies' whole commingling mass 
Moves like a monstrous wheel, i like it not I 
Enter another aide-clo-camp. 

Third Aide 

Our left wing, sire, recedes before Daveut, 

Whom nothing can withstand ‘ Two corps he threw 
Across the Russbach up to Neusiedel, 

While he himself assailed the place in front. 

Of the divisions one Y-Ji'csscd on and on. 

Till lodged atop. They w ould have been hurled back 

F RANCIS 

But how goes it with us in sum ? pray say ! 

Third Aide 

We have been battered off the eastern side 
Of Wagram plateau. 

Fr \ncis 

Whcie’s the Archduke John? 

Why comes lie not ? One man of his here now 
Were worth a host anon And yet he tames ' 

[j\it third aide. 

Time passes, while tliey leconnoitie the field with sl^’amed eyes 
Our centre-right, it seems, round Neusiedel, 

Is being repulsed 1 May the kind Hea\en foibid 
That Hesse- FI omburg should be yielding there ! 

The Ministei in aLieiidance comes forward, and the EMPUKOii consults 
mm ; then w alking up and dow n in silence Another aide-dc-camp enters 

Fourth Aide 

Sire, Neusiedel has just been wrenched from us, 

And the French ri<ght is on the Wagram crest ; 

Nordmann has fallen, and Veczay * Hesse-Homburg 
Warteachben, Muger — almost all our best — 

Bleed more or less profusely ! 

A gloomy silence. Exit fourth aide. Ten minutes pass. Enter an 
officer in w^aiting. 
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Francis 

What gims are those that groan from Wagram height ? 


Officer 


Alas, Davout’s ! I have climbed the roof-top, siie, 

And there discerned the truth. 

Cannonade continues. A long interval of suspense. The Emperok 
returns to his glass. 

Francis 

A part of it ! 

There seems to be a grim, concerted lunge 
By the whole strength of F ranee upon our right. 

Centre, and left wing simultaneously ! 


Officer 

Most viciously upon the centre, sire, 

If I mistook not, hard by Stissenbrimn ; 

The assault is led by Bonaparte in person, 

Who shows himself with marvellous recklessness, 

Yet like a phantom-fiend receives no hurt 

Francis (still gazing) 

Ha I Now the Archduke Charles has seen the intent, 

And taken steps against it. S hssenbrunn 
Must be the threatened thing. (Silence.) What an 
advance ! — 

Straight hitherward. Our centre gix-dles them. — 

Surely they^ll not persist ? Who heads that charge ? 

Officer 

They say Macdonald, sire. 

Francis 

Meagrest remains 

Will there be soon of those in that advance I 
We are burning them to bones by our hot fire. 

They are almost circumscribed : if fully so 
The battlers ours 1 What’s that behind them, eh ? 


Officer 

Their last reserves, that they may feed the front, 
And sterilize our hope 1 
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Fraxcis 

Yes, their reserve — 

Dragoons and cuirassiers — charge in support. 

You see their metal gleaming as the}’ come. 

Well, it is neck or nothing for them now ! 

OrncER 

Ifs nothing, sire. Their charge of ca\ali*\' 

Has desperately failed. 

Francis 

Their foot press on, 

However, widi a battery in front 

Which deals the foulest damage done us yet. 

(Time ) 

They are effecting lodgment, after all. 

Who would have icckoned on't — our men so firm i 
Re-enter fiist aide-de-camp. 

First Aide 

The Archd uke. Charl^jg retreats, your -Majesty ; 

And the issue v ears a dirty look just now. 

Francis (gloomily) 

Yes : I have seen the signs for some good tvhile. 

But he retreats with blows, and oideily. 

Time passes, till the sun has loiindcd lai towards the west The features 
of the battle now materially chf^rge. 'fhe Trench ha\e regained Aspern and 
Esslmg ; the Austrian a’-my is doubled back from the Danube and from the 
heights of Wagram, wiiich, as \icvsed from W’olkcisdorf, face the afternoon 
shine, the French established thereon glittering m the raj’s. 

Francis (choking a sigh) 

The turn has passed. We arc worsted, but not whelmed! . . . 
The French advance is laboured, and but slow. 

— This might have been an other-coloured day 
If but the Archduke John had joined up promptly j 
Yet still he lags ! 

Another OrriCKR (lately entered) 

. He’s just now coming, sire. 

His columns glimmer in the Frenchmen’s rear, 

Past Siebenbrunn’s and Loebensdorf s smoked hills 
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Francis (impatiently) 

Ay — coming now ! Why could he not be come ! 

(They watch intently. ) 

We can see nothing of that side from here. 

Enter a general officer, who speaks to the Minister at the back of the 
room. 


Minister (coming forward) 

Your Majesty, I now must needs suggest, 
Pursuant to conclusions I'eached this morn, 
That since the front and flower of all our force 
Is seen receding to the Bisamberg, 

These walls no longer yield safe shade for you, 
Or facile outlook. Scouts returning say 
Either Davout, or Bonaparte himself, 

With the mid-columns of his forward corps, 
Will bear up hitherward in fierce pursuit, 

And may intrude beneath this very roof. 

Not yet, I think ; it may not be to-night ; 

But we should stand prepared. 


Francis 

If we must go 

We’ll go with a good grace, unfcignedly I 
Who knows to-mon‘ow may not see regained 
What we have lost to-day ? 

Re-enter fomth aide-de-camp. 

Fourth Aide (l>reathlessly) 

The Archduke John, 
Dibcerning our main musters in retreat, 
Abandons an advance tlmt throws on him 
The enemy’s whole brunt if he bear on. 

Francis 

Alas for his devotion ! Let us go. 

Such weight of sadness as we shoulder now 
Will wring us down to sleep in stall or stye, 

If even that be found ! . . . Think ! Bonaparte, 
By reckless riskings of his life and limb, 

Has turned the steelyard of our strength to-day, 
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Whilst I have idled here ’ . . . r^Iay iDri^'htei times 
Attend the cause of Euic.pc far hi Spain. 

And British blood ilow not, as ours, in \ain ' 

[Exeunt the Empukor FiiANCi^:, inin'stL.-s, ofncc-b nnci attendants. 
The night conies, and the scone is obscured 


SCENE IV 

THE FIELD OF TALAVERA 

It is the same monh and v eather as in the pieced ng scene. 

Talavera town, on the n\er Tagut, is at the extreme iighl of the fore- 
ground ; a mountain range on thi extreme left 

The allied army under Sir AKrntR V'enuLaLEV sti etches between — 
the English on the left, tnc Span sh on the rigi.t — part ho’dnig a hill to the 
left-centre of the scene, r a idea from the mounta Ps by a ■vaiiey, and pait 
holding a redoubt to the i.ghi-c m:re 1 'iis orniv of more ’han fifty thousand 
all told, of which twenty-two ihoasand only a.ro E^-'giish, hrt its back to the 
spectator. 

Beyond, in a wood of oli\e, oak, and coik, are the fifty to SAty inou^anti 
French, facing the spectator and the ann‘s Iheir right includes a strong 
battery upon a hill which front.', tlio one on the Enghsh left 

Behind all, the heights of close the prospect, the small river 

Alberche flowing at th(‘ir foot Iroin left to right into the Tagas, w'hich 
advances in foreshortened perspective to t’le tovtn at the right fiont corner of 
the scene as aforesaid. 

DUMB SHOW 

The hot and dusty Ttilv nfti'rnoon having turned to twilight, shady masses 
of men start into motion fiom the Fi-ench pO'.inon, come towards the fore- 
ground, silently ascend the liiil on the left of the English, and assail the latter 
m a violent outburst of fire and lead T ney nenrly gam possession of the hill 
ascended. 

Chorus or Rumours (aciial music) 

Talavera ion^Kcs it as ten d* the pv^hf-fnne : 

Now come Rujjhi's sIou^N^tcrcrs i^u-r^n^^ upward^ 

Bached by bold ViJaite'^s I From the volt L^fpis^e^ toOy 
Do7']:ly oKtszvells there ' — 

Down the vague veiled inclme the Enghsh fting f/icm, 

Bended bayonet? prodding opponent? haclward . 

So the first fiei'ce charge of the ardcJit Fre?ichmen 
England repels there ' 

Having fallen back into the darkness the French piesently rcascend in yet 
larger masses. The high srjuare kiiapsack which ever} Enghsh foot-sold’cr 
carries, and his shako, and its tuft, outline themselves against the dim lighr 
as the ranks stand awaiting the shock. 
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Chorus of Rumours 

Piislimg sp7^ead they / — shout as they reach the summit / — 
St7‘e7igth a?7d stir iiew-primed in their plump battalions : 
Puff^ of baj^bcd flame blown on the lines opposmg 
/higher afid lugher. 

There those hold theju jnute^ though at speaking distance— 
Mute, zuhile clickhig flints, and the crash of volleys 
Whelm the weighted gloom with wimeitse distraction 
Pe7idi7ig their fire. 

Fro77ti77g heads, helms, brows ca7i each ranks77ia7i read there. 
Epaulettes, hot cheeks, and the shming eyeball, 

(Called a trice fivm gloom by the fleeting pan flash) 

Pivssing them nigher / 

The French again fall back in disorder into the hollow, and L apis se 
draws off on the right. As the sinking sound of the muskets tells wfiat has 
happened the English raise a shout. 

Chorus of Pities 

Thus the dim noctinmal embroil of conflict 
Closes with the 7var of receding gunfire. 

Harness loosened then, and their day-long strcfiuous 
Temper imbendmg. 

Worn-out lines lie down where they late stood staunchiy~ 
Cloaks around them rolled — by the bivouac embers : 

There at dazmt to stake m tim dyiiasts^ death-game 
All, till the ending! 


SCENE V 

THE SAME 

DUMB SHOW (continued) 

The morning tircaks. There is another murderous attempt to dislodge 
the li^nglisli from the hill, the assault being pressed with a determination that 
excites the admiration of the English themselves. 

The French are seen descending into the valley, crossing it, and climbing 
it on the English side under the fire of division, all to no 

purpose. In their retreat they leave behind tKeni on the slopes nearly two 
thousand lying. 

The day advances to noon, and the air trembles in the intense heat. The 
combat flags, and is suspended. 
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Spirit of the Pities 

IV/iaf do T see but fh'ohbhig ba7ids 

From f/iese hihiiic hosts dejthng doz^'Pi 
I?i Jw7JieIy ?>eed to7rLr?'ds the tittle sh'cam 
Tha^ p'lrt^ their ounities^ imd dritikijsg tJm'e t 
They get to go'asphig hands across ihe r/tt^ 

S 6(1 ling theii' sameness as eai'tJvs sojommei's . — 

Whiyi mo'^'e could plead tne m^iyncss of ihe times 
Than such imsiadied piiaoii'i paniomznes ! 

Spirit Ironic 

It zV ojdy that Life's queer nic-Jianics chamc to nooi'k out in 
this grotesque shape just nou. The groping tentaiiv€?iess of an 
Immanent Will {a grey old Years describes it) cannot be asked to 
leai'fi logic at f/iis time of day I The spectacle of Its instrumeid^^ 
set to riddle one another thi'OugJi^ and then to drink Together in peace 
and concord, is 'lahere the humour comes ifi, and makes the play 
worth seeing ! 

Spirit Sinister 

Come, Sprite, dodt carry your ironies too far, or you may 
wake up the Unconscious Itself and tempt It to let all the gory 
clocl-work of the show run down to spue me I 

The drums roll, aud the men of the two nations pert from their comrade- 
ship At the Albeicho hfook, the daik mas'ses of the 1* reach army a'ssembhng 
anew Sir Arihi r W’j llesi.i y has seated h.mscif on a mound that 
commands a full view of the contested hi'l, n.nd remains there motionless a 
long time When the French foim for battle he js seen to h.ate come to a 
conclusion. He mounts, gives liis orders, and the aides nde oT 

The Fi ench advance steadih’ through the sultry altnospheie, the skirmishers 
in fiont, and the columns after, moving, yet seemingly motionless Their 
eighty cannon peal out and their shots mow eveiv space m the line of them. 
Up the great valley and the ici races of the hill whose fame is at that 
moment being voven, coincb Vn atti., boring his way with foot and lior^e 
and Ri'm in’s men following behind. 

According to the oidcr given, the Twenty-third Light Dragoons and the 
German Hussars advance at a chosen moment against the head of these 
columns. On the w ay they disappear. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Why this hedcvlhneiit ? What can have chanced f 

Spirit of Rumour 

It so befalls that as their chargers near 
The inimical wall of flesh with its iron frise. 



24 ^ 


THE DYNASTS 


ACT SV 


A h^eacJierotts chasm uptrips them : sieaiaus men 
And docile horses 7'oU to dismal death 
And ho7'rid mutilation. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Those %idi() live 

Even no7u advance ! Til see no name. Relate, 

Spirit of Rumour 

K ?^5 those pa7it on. Then fu7iher F7'encJu7mi cfvss^ 

Afid Polish Lancei'^^ and Westphalian 
Who ri77g around these luckless Isla7iders,, 

A7td sweep them down like reeds by the river-brink 
In scou7‘tng floods; till scarce a 77ia7i reinains. 

Meanwhile on the British right Slbastiani’s corps has piecipitated 
itself in column against General Campbell’s division, the division of Lapisse 
against the centre, and' at the same time the hill on the English left is a'gain 
assaulted. The English and their allies are pi essed sorely here, the bellow- 
ing battery tearing lanes through their masses. 

Spirit of Rumour (continuing) 

The F/r77ch reserves of foot aiid horse now on^ 

Smiting the Islandcf's in bread a7id bram 

Till their ini dime ^ are shattered. . . . Ntm thcf^e ticks 

The moment of the crisis; tiow the next^ 

Which biings the turning stroke. 

’W down the Forty eighth regiment under 

Cor.<)NEL Donkixan to support the wasting troops. It advances amid 
those retreating, opening to let them pass. 

Spirit of Rumour (continuing) 

Then pales^ enerved^ 

The hitherto tmflmching enc7ny / 

Lapi sse is pierced to death; the flagi^mg French 
7%F/ine into the hollows whence they came. 

The too exhausted F/ij^dish and reduced 
Lack strength to follow. — Now the western sun^ 

Co7ining with unmoved visage quick afid dead, 

Gilds horsemen slacketting^ and foottmn stilled^ 

Till all around breathes drowsed hosdltity. 

Last, the sweated herbage lifts a leering light, 

And flames traverse the field; and hurt and slain 

Opposed, opposers, in a conmion plight 

Are scorched together on the dusk champaign. 

The fire dies down, and darkness enwraos the scene. 
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SCENE VI 

BRIGHTON. TH?: ROV.\L PAVILION 

It IS the biithday dinn«''--pnit\ of the n or Wales In the Pond’y 

deco»*ntod IvincjT^eLiTicj-.ooni stietch tablc'^ -prv'nd widi gold and sher plate, 
and ha\ing fj-tificpl ''‘ounta.rs ai diei niiiLt 

Seated at the Tabl(.„sa’e tlie 1'-*rinci liiin'-t-lf as ho=:t — rosy, well curled, a.nd 
affable — the Dlmls o’ Clarf Kl' r, Svs'-i.x, Cvm’iLRLam>, 

and Campridgl', wah many noblemen, ’ndue ng Loin.s Headfort, 
Bcrklilv, IlGRrATON i CiHLiii^r'R, Dlolly, Say 'nuSile, Sou'iit- 
amptox, II] An^ni.LiL Erskixp Kr.iiL, C G. Cavi xdlsh, 

R Slyvoi r, rnd others , Sir C Poi Sir E G. Di. Crfspigny, Mr 
SiiERinvx ; Genc’-as, Colonel?, and Admaas, and the Rlv Mr. Scott. 

The Princ-C’.s aand pl..ys ’.n the ndjo n n§ room. The oanquet s 
drawing to its close, and a boi-'lcious conve’saaron .s la progress. 

Enter Colons l HrooMKiELn with a di-patc.i foi f'c Prixcl, who looks 
It over amid gieat cxciiement m the company In a fen raoments si ence 
is called 

Prince of Walks 
I have the joy, my lords and gentlemen, 

To rouse you with the just imported tidings 
From General Wellesley through Lord Casdereagh 
Of a vast \ictory (no'Sj cheer*;, over the FrenclTin Spain. 
The place — callccl ^Talp^vfU.ar<le’ la Reyna 
(If 1 pronounce ir nghily^*--long unknown, 

\\'ears now the crei^l and blazonr\’ of fame I (Cheers ) 

The heads and chief comenib of the dispatch 
I read you as. succinctly as I can. (Cheers ) 

Shi ridan (Singing sotto voce) 

“ Now foreign foemen die and fly, 

Dammy, wchl drink little England dr> 

The Prixc 1: re.ids the paits of the diSpatch that describe the battle, amid 
interniiLU'nt checi-' 

Prince or Walks (continuing) 

Such IS the substance of the news received, 

W'hich, after Wagram, strikes us genially 
As sudden .sumise through befogged night shades! 

SnERID\N (privately) 

Begad, that’s good, sir! You are a poei boin, while the 
rest of us arc but made, and bad at that 

The health of the army in Spam 15 drunk YUh acclamation 
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Prince of Wales (continuing) 

In this achievement we, alas ! have lost 
Too many ! Yet such blanks must ever be. — 

Mackenzie, Langworth, Beckett of the Guards, 

FTave fallen of ours ; while of the enemy 
Generals_^Lj^3isse and Morlot arc laid low. — 

Drink to their memories ! 

They drink in silence. 

Other news, my friends, 

Received to-day is of like hopeful kind. 

The Great War-Expedition to the Scheldt (cheers) 

Which lately sailed, has found a favouring wind, 

And by this hour has touched its destined shores. 

The enterprise will soon be hot aglow, 

The invaders making first the Cadsand coast, 

And then descending on the Wgdcheren.Isle. 

But items of the next step are withheld 
Till later days, from obvious policy. (Cheers.) 

Faint throbbing sounds, like the notes of violoncellos and contrabasses 
reach the ear from some building without as the speaker pauses. 

In worthy emulation of us here 

The county holds to-night a birthday ball, 

Which flames with all the fashion of the town. 

I have been asked to patronize their revel, 

And sup with them, and likewise you, my guests. 

We have good reason, with such news to bear ! 

Thither we haste and join our loyal friends, 

And stir them with this live intelligence 
Of our staunch regiments on the Spanish plains. 

(Applause. ) 

With them we’ll now knit hands and beat the ground, 

And bi'ing in dawn as we whirl round and round 1 
There ax^e some fair ones in their set to-night, 

And such we need here in our bachelor-plight. (Applause. ) 

The Prince, his brothers, and a large proportion of the other Pavilion 
guests, swagger out in the direction of the Castle assembly-rooms adjoining, 
and the deserted banqueting-hall grows dark. In a few moments the back of 
the scene opens, revealing the as.sembly-rooms behind. 
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SCENE VII 

THE SAME. THE ASSEMBLY ROOMS 

The rooms are li^jhted with candles m brass chanaeiiers, and a dance is in 
full movement to I’lC straii's of <i sirmg-band A signal is given, shortlv 
after the clock has struck eic\en, by Ylr i'tjRTii, Master of Ceremomes. 

Forth 

His Royal Highness comes, though somewhat late, 

But neve.- too late for welcome I (Applause ) Dancers, 
stand, 

That we may do fit homage to the Prince 
Who soon may shine our country s gracious king. 

After a brief stillness a commotion is heaid at the dooi, the band strikes 
up the National an. and the Pktnxi. enters, accomp^n od by the lest of the 
visitors from the Pa\ilion The guests who ha\e been temporal iiy absent 
now crowd in, till there la hardly space to stand. 

Prince of Wales (wiping his face and whispering to Sheridan) 

What shall I say to fit their feelings here ? 

Damn me, that other speech has stumped me quite ! 

SllERiDvN (whispering) 

If heat be evidence of loy 

Prince of Wales 

If what ? 

Sherid vn 
If heat be evidence of loyalty, 

Et caetera — something quaint like that might please ’em. 

Princl of Wales (to the company) 

If heat be evidence of loyalty, 

This room affords it luily without question ; 

If heal be not, then its accompaniment 
Most surely ’lis to-night. The new-s I bring, 

Good ladies, friends, and gentlemen, perchance 
You have divined aheady ? That our arms — 

Engaged to thwart Napoleon’s tyranny 
Over the jaunty, jocund land of Spain 
Even to the highest apex of our strength — 

Are rayed with victory ! (Cneers ) Lengthy was the strife. 
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And fierce, and hot ; and sore the suffering ; 

But proudly we endured it ; and shall hear, 

No doubt, the tale of its far consequence 

Ere many days. Pll read the details sent, (Cheers.) 

He reads again from the dispatch ainid moie cheering, the ball-room 
guests crowding round. When he has done he answers cjuestions ; then 
continuing : 

Meanwhile our interest is, if possible, 

As keenly waked elsewhere. Into the Scheldt 
Some forty thousand bayonets and swords, 

And twoscore ships o’ the line, with frigates, sloops. 

And gunboats sixty more, make headway now, 

Bleaching the waters with their bellying sails ; 

Or maybe they already anchor theie, 

And that the level ooze of Walcheren shore 
Rings with the voices of that landing host 
In every twang of British dialect, 

Clamorous to loosen fettered Europe’s chain ! (Cheers.) 

A Noblr Lord (aside to Sheridan) 

Prinny’s outpouring tastes suspiciously like your brew, Sheridan. 
Pll be damned if il is his own concoction. How d’ye sell it a 
gallon ? 

Sheridan 

I don’t deal that way nowadays. I give the recipe, and 
charge a duly on the gauging. It is more artistic, and saves 
trouble. 

The company proceed to the supper-rooms, and the ball-room sinks into 
solitude. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Sip they pass on* Let he / — But what is this— 

A moan f — aii frailly floating from the east 
To usward, enfen from the forenamed isle ♦ 

Would / had not broke nescience^ to inspect 
A world so ill-contrived t 

Spirit of the Years * 

But since thou hast 

WeHl hasten to the isles and thouHt behold— 
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SCEX’E \'ill 

WA’.CHERFN 

A marshy island pt tho mouth 01 t»'.e lit by tho low suusiuue of an 

evening m late suin'i’('' 'Tho hoii'ont.i’ rti\s f>"om ti'e wc^it lie in \ciIo\\ 
sheaves across the \ppou15 ih.it the d.-y^ ht..\i has arawii from the sveatng 
soil. Sour grasscb gio\v m phv.is. and stia^^o iKay sn'c Is, now varni, now 
cold, .pass along. H a-i-hued n.na op. Ilscciil buonles, compounded of many 
gases, rise where p.i^' ng feet haw LrodJen the da.mper spots At n ghi the 
place is the haunt of the J.iclc-'ante* a 

DUMB SHOW 

A vast army is encamped heie, and m the open spaces are infantry on 
parade — skeletoned me-n, some tins icd, some shuenng, who are kept moving 
because it is dangtrovs to suiy sti'l Kveiy now and the’’ one falls down, 
and is earned awa^ to a hospaal with no roof, where he is laid, hcdlcss, on 
the ground. 

In the distance soldiers are digging graves foi the funeials which are to 
take place after daik, tiel.ued ti’l then th.rt the sight of so nitny may rot 
drive the living mcl.-rclndy-med I'a.nt noises a.e her.rd in the a'r 

sShade of the Karih 

What sUn'ui /s' this of souh dissolved in sigh^^ 

And wh(ft the dingy doom it sigiiifics f 

Spirit of Tin: Pities 
We catch a lameiitotion shaped ihm iclse : 

Chorus or Pities (aenal music) 

« lyg 'ivithdood the bhuting blnac of vua?' 

When ma?.dia/lc’d by the gallant Moore awhile^ 

Beheld the gracing death-bolt with a sniile^ 

Closed loirhat edge to edge and bore io bore^ 

Now 7'ot ipon ihis hie ' 

“ Bhe ever wan inoras^^ the dime^ the blear 
Sandwcea\ and tepid fool^ and putrid smelly 
Emaciate purpose io a f?-achous feai', 

Bechon the body to its last low cell — 

A chink no chart will tell. 

** 0 ancient I'telta^ where the fen-hgJiis fdt / 

Jgnoble sediment of loftier lands, 
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Thy humour clings about our hearts and hands 
And solves us to its softness^ till we sit 
As we were part of it. 

Such fo7xe as fever leaves is maddened now^ 

With tidmgs trickimg in from day to day 
Of other's* differing fortunes^ wording how 
They yield their lives to baulk a tyranfs sway — 

Yield them not vainly^ they / 

In cha7npaig7is green and purple, far and 7tenr, 
l7i town and thorpe where quiet spire-cocks turn, 

Through vales, by rocks, beside the brooding bimt 
Echoes the aggressor^s arroga7it career; 

And we pe7it pithless here 1 

“ He7X, where each creeping day the creeping file 
Draws past with shouldered co7nrades score 07i score, 
Bearmg the??! to their lightless last asile, 

WhefX weary wave-wails f7v/n the cla??miy shore 
Will 7xach their ears no moix. 

“ We 7?iight have fought, and had voe died, died well, 
Even if i?i dynasts* discords not our own ; 

Our death-spot so??ie sad haunter 7?iight have shown, 

Some tongue have asked our sires or so7is to tell 
The tale of how we fell; 

But such bechanced not. Like the mist we fade, 

No lustrous lines engrave in story we, 

Our coimtiys chiefs, for their own fames afraid. 

Will leave our names and fates by this pale sea 
To perish silently / 

Spirit of the Years 

Why must ye echo as mechanic mimes 
These mortal 7?ii7iio7td bootless cadences, 

Played on the stops of their anato??iy 
As is the mewling music on the strings 
Of yonder ship-masts by the unweeting wind, 

Or the frail tune upon this withering sedge 
That holds its papery blades against the gale f 
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— Men pass to dark corruption^ af the besf^ 

Ere / ca 7 i count five scoi'e . these 'why 7iot now ? — 
The L 7277 ia 77 e?it Shaper huilds Its bei7igs so 
Whether ye sigh their sigJis with them or not 
The night fog eiiwiaps the isle and the dying English army. 


ACT FIFTH 

SCENE I 

PARIS. A BALLROOM IN THE HOUSE OF CAMBACERES 

The many-candied saloon at the Arch-Chancei lor’s is visible through a 
diaped opening, and a crowd of masked dancers in fantastic costumes revolve, 
sway, and intermingle to the music that proceeds fiom an alcove at the 
further end of the same apaitrnent The front of the scene is a w.thdrawing- 
rooni of sm.illei size, now vacant, save for the presence of one sombre figure, 
that of Napoi.iCon, seated, and apparently watching the moving masquerade 

Spirit of the Pities 

Napoleon eve 7 i now imbraces not 
Fro 777 of state affairs^ which hold hi 77 t grave 

lln'ouy^h revels that might wm the King of Spleen 
To toe a 777 eas 7 {re f I would speak with hi 77 i. 

Spirit of the Years 

Speak if thou wilt whose speech nor 7 nars nor 77 iends I 

Spirit of the Pities (into Napoleon’s ear) 

Why thu^ and thm Napolioii f Can it be 
That Wagra 77 i with its glories^ shocks^ a 7 id shames, 

Still leaves athirst the palate of thy piidef 

Napoleon (answering as in soliloquy) 

The trustless, timorous lease of human life 
Warns me to hedge in my diplomacy. 

The sooner, then, the safer ! Ay, this eve, 

This very night, will I take steps to rid 
My morrows of the weird contingencies 
That vision round and make one hollow-eyed. . . • 

The unexpected, lurid death of Lannes — 
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Rigid as iron, reaped down like a straw — 

Tiptoed Assassination haunting round 
In unthought thoroughfares, the near success 
Of Staps the madman, argue to forbid 
The nskful blood of my previsioned line 
And potence for dynastic empeiy 
To linger vialled in my veins alone. 

Perhaps within this very house and hour, 

Under an innocent mask of Love or Hope, 

^pme enemy queues my ways to coffin me. . . . 

When at the first clash of the late campaign, 

A bold belief in Austria’s star prevailed, 

There pulsed quick pants of expectation round 
Among the cowering kings, that too well told 
What would have fai’ed had I been overthrown 1 
So ; I must send down shoots to future time 
Who’ll plant my standard and my story there ; 

And a way opens, — Better I had not 
Bespoke a wife from Alexander’s house. 

Not there now lies my look. But done is done I 

The dance ends and masks enter, Biurrinuk among them. NAPOLltON 
beckons to him, and he comes forward, 

God send you find amid this motley crew 
Frivolities enough, friend Berthier — eh ? 

My thoughts have worn oppressive shades despite such ? 
What scandals of me do they bandy here ? 

These close disguises render women bold — 

Their shames being of the light, not of the thing — 

And your sagacity has garnered much, 

I make no doubt, of ill and good report, 

That marked our alisence from the capital ? 


Bkrtiii er 

Methinks, your Majesty, the enormous tale 
Of your campaign, like Aaron’s serpent-rod, 
lias swallowed up the smaller of its kind. 
Some speak, ’tis true, in counterpoise thereto, 
Of English deeds by Talavera town, 

Though blurred by their exploit at Walcheren, 
And all its crazy, crass futilities. 
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Napolkon 

Ycl was the exploit well featured in design, 

Large in idea, and imaginative ; 

I hi.d not deemed the blinkered English folk 
So capable of \ie\v. Their fate contrived 
To place an idiot at the helm of it, 

Who maned its working, else it had been hard 
If things had not gone seriously for us. 

— But see, a lady saunters hitherward 
Whose gait proclaims her Madame Metternich, 

One that I fain would speak with. 

Napoleon rises and crosses the room towaids a lady-masker who has 
just appeared in the opening Berthier draws off, and the Eniperor, 
unceremoniously tnking the lady’s arm, brings her forward to a chair, and 
sits down beside her as dancing is resumed. 

Madame JMETrERNicH 

In a flash 

I recognized you, sire ; as who would not 
The bearer of such deep-delved charactery ? 

NapoliJ’.on 

The devil, niadamc, take your piercing eyes 1 
It’s hard I cannot prosper in a game 
'Phat every coxcomb plays successfully, 

— So here you are still, though your loving lord 
Disports bun at Vienna? 

Madame Meti'ernich 

Paris, true, 

Still holds me ; though in quiet, save to-night, 

When 1 have been expressly prayed come hither, 

Or I had not left home. 

NAPOLltON 

I sped that prayer ! — 

1 have a wish to put a case to you, 

Wliereln a woman’s judgment, such as yours. 

May be of signal service. (He lapses into reverie.) 

Madame Metternich 

Well ? The case— 
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Napoli^on 

Is marriage — mine. 

Madame Metternich 

It is beyond me, sire I 

NAP0L1£0N 

You glean that I have decided to dissolve 
(Pursuant to monitions murmured long) 

My union with the present Empress — formed 
Without the Church’s due authority ? 

Madame Metternich 

Vaguely. And that light tentatives have winged 
Betwixt your Majesty and Russia’s court, 

To moot that one of their Grand-Duchesses 
Should be your Empress-wife. Nought else I know. 

Napoli^ON 

There have been such approachings ; more, worse luck. 
Last week Champagny wrote to Alexander 
Asking him for his sister — yes or no. 

Madame Metternich 

What ‘‘worse luck” lies in that, your Majesty, 

If severance from thh Empress Josdphine 
Be fixed unalterably ? 

NAPOT-foN 

This worse luck lies there : 

If your Archduchess, Marie Louise the fair, 

Would straight accept my hand, I’d offer it, 

And throw the other over. Faith, the Tsar 
Has shown such backwardness in answering me, 

Time meanwhile trotting, that I have ample ground 
For such withdrawal. — Madame, now, again, 

Will your Archduchess marry me or no ? 

That is, will her good siie assent thereto ? 

Madame Metternich 

Your sudden questions quite confound my sense I 
It is impossible to answer them. 
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Napoleon 

Well, madame, now I’ll put it to you thus • 

Were you in the Archduchess Mane’s place 
Would you accept my hand — and heart therewith ? 

Madame Metiernich 
I should refuse you — mosi assuredly I ^ 

Napoleon (laughing roughly) 

Ha-ha 1 That’s frank. And devilish cruel too ! 

— Well, write to your husband. Ask him what he thinks. 
And let me know. 

Madame Metternich 

Indeed, sire, why should I ? 

There goes the Ambassador, Prince Schwarzenberg, 
Successor to my spouse. He’s now the groove 
And proper conduit of diplomacy 
Through whom to broach this matter to his Court. 

Napoleon 

Do you, then, broach it through him, madame, pray ; 

Now, here, to-night. 

Madame Metternich 

I will, informally, 

To humour you, on this recognizance, 

That you leave not the business in my hands, 

But clothe your project in official guise 
Through him to-morrow ; so safeguarding me 
From foolish seeming, as the babbler forth 
Of a fantastic and unheard of dream. 

Napoleon 

ril send Eugene to him, as you suggest. 

Meanwdille prepare him. Make your stand-point this; 
Children are needful to my dynasty, 

And if one woman cannot mould them for me, 

Why, then, another must. 

[Exit Napoij'on abruptly. 
Dniioing continues Madame Metternich sits on, musing Enter 

SCHWARZF.Nin'.KO. 

1 So Madame Mettemich to her husband m reporting this inler\iew. But who 
shall say 1 
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Madame Metternich 

The Emperor has just left me. We have tapped 
This theme and that ; his Empress and — his next. 
Ay, so ! Now, guess you anything ? 

SCHWARZRN BERG 

Of her ? 

No more than that the stock of Romanoff 
Will not supply the spruce commodity. 

Madame Metternich 

And that the would-be customer turns toe 
To our shop in Vienna. 

Schwarzenberg 

Marvellous ; 

And comprehensible but as the dream 
Of Delaborde, of which I have lately heard. 

It will not work ! — What think you, madame, on’t? 

Madame Metternich 

That it will work, and is as good as wrought ! — 

I break it to you thus, at his request. 

In brief time Prince Eugeijne will wait on you, 

And make the formal offer in his name. 

Schwarzenberg 

Which I can but receive ad refirendtim^ 

And shall initially make clear as much, 

Disclosing not a glimpse of my own mind ! 
Mipanwhile you make good Metternich aware? 

Madame MF/rxERNiCH 

I write this midnight, that amaxe may pitch 
To coolness ere your messenger arrives. 

Schwarzenberg 

This radiant revelation flicks a gleam 
On many circling things ! — the courtesies 
Which graced his bearing towards our officers 
Amid the tumults of the late campaign, 
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I-Iis wish for peace with England, his affront 
At AlexandcTs ledious-iimcd reply . . . 

Well, it \m11 thrust a thorn m Russia’s side, 

Jf I err not, \^hatcver else betide ’ [Exeant, 

The inask(‘js siir^e into th(; foiegiound of tlie scene, and their motions 
IxiCOiiK' nioie and niuie fant.istic A strange gloom begins and intensifies, 
until only tlui h'L’h lights of their gunning figures are visible These also, 
witli the whole ball-ioom, giadually darken, and the mus’c softens to silence. 


SCENE II 

PARIS. THb TUILERIES 

The evening of the next day A saloon of the Palace, vMth folding-doors 
communicating with a dining-room. 'I he doors aie flung open, revealing on 
the dming-iable an untouchi'd dinner, Na.^OLLON and JosiCpiiixe using 
fiom It. and de Ptussi.r, chambei lam -in -waiting, pacing up and down. 
The Emperor and" E^mpress come forwaid into the saloon, the latter pale 
and distu"^sed. and patting hei eyes with her handkei chief 

The cloois *110 elos<*fl behind them , a p*agc bungs m coffee , Napoeeov 
signals to him to leave Josi'pinxK goes to pour out the coffee, but 
Napoei'ox pushes hei aside and poms it out himself, looking at her m a 
yi/.iy which causes her to sink cow'ciing into a chair like a frightened animal 

JOsia^IIlNF 

I sec niy doom, my fiiend, upon your face I 

X.\POLEON 

You sec me bored by Cambacercs’ ball. 

Josephine 

It means divorce ' — a thing more terrible 
'I'lian rallying olsewhcie the dalliances 
That formerly were mine. I kicked at that ; 

Rut novv agree, as I for long have done, 

'I'o <iny infidelities of act 
May I be yours in name ! 

Napoleon 

My mind must bend 

To other things than our domestic pettmgs : 

The Empire orbs above our happiness, 

And Tis the Empire dictates this divorce. 
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I reckon on your courage and calm sense 
To breast with me the law’s formalities, 

And get it through before the year has flown. 

Josephine 

But are you really going to part from me ? 

0 no, no, my dear husband ; no, in truth, 

It cannot be my Love will serve me so I 

Napoleon 

1 mean but mere divorcement, as I said, 

On simple grounds of sapient sovereignty. 

JOSl^PHINE 

But nothing have I done save good to you : — 
Since the fond day we wedded into one 
I never even have thought you jot of harm ! 

Many the happy junctures when you have said 
I stood as guardian-angel over you, 

As your Dame Fortune, too, and endless things 
Of such-Iikc pretty tenour- — yes, you have ! 

Then how can you so gird against me now ? 

You had not pricked me with it much of late, 

And so I hoped and hoped the ugly spectre 
Had been laid dead and still. 

Napoli£on (impatiently) 

I tell you, dear, 

The thing’s decreed, and even the princess chosen. 
JosfeliNE 

Ah' — so — the princess chosen ! . . . I surmise 
It is none else than the G rand-Duch ess An ne 
Gossip was right — though T[ woul3naorT^^^ 

She’s young ; but no great l^eauty ! — Yes, I see 
Her silly, soulless eyes and horrid hair ; 

In which new gauderies you’ll forget sad me I 

NapolIcon 

Upon my soul you are childish, Josdphine : 

A woman of your years to pout it so ! — 

I say it’s not the Tsar’s Grand- Duchess Anne* 
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JOSEPPIIN-i: 

Some other Fair, llicn You uhose name can nod 
Tlie nower of all t’ne worlds vn-^inity 
Into your hcd. will avciI take caic of that ' 

) hhc may not have a child, fiiend, after all. 

N \ror.foN' (drily) 

You hope she uoirt, I know I -—But aon't forget 
jVTadamc Walewska d’cl. and liad she shov’n 
Such cleverness as yours, poor httlc fool, 

Her withered husband might have been displaced, 

And her boy made my heir. — Well, let that be. 

The severing^ paichments will be signed by us 
Upon the fifteenth, prompt. 

JosrtPPiiXE 

What — I have to sign 
My putting away upon the fifteenth next ? 

XAPOhl'ON 

Ay — both of us. 

Josf ni-iivi'. (falling on her knees) 

So f.ir advanced — so far ! 

Fixed r -for the fiftccnlli ? O I do implore you, 

My \ciy de.ir one, by our old, old love, 

By ni\ devotion, don’t, dont cast me otf 
Now, after these long years ! 

Napot.kon 

I-feavcns, how you jadc me ! 

"Must I rejicat ihnt I dont cast you off ; 

We niciely formally ai range divoice — 

We lue and love, but call ourselves divided. 

A 'Jilcncc 

Josi'PHiNK (with ‘=udden calm) 

Very well. Let it be. I must submit ' (Rises.) 

NAPOfT OX 

And this much likewise you must promise me, 

To act in the formalities thereof 

As if you shaped them of your owm free will. 
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Josephine 

How can I — when no freewill’s left in me ? 
Napoleon 

You are a willing party— do you hear? 

JOSEPPIINK (quivering) 

J hardly — can — bear this ’ — It is— too much 
For a poor weak and broken woman’s strength ! 

But — but I yield ! — I am so helpless now ; 

I give up all — ay, kill me if you will, 

I won’t cry out ! 

Napoleon 

And one thing further still, 

You’ll help me in my marriage overtures 
To win the Duchess — Austrian Marie she, — 
Concentring all your force to forward them. 

Josephine 

It is the— last humiliating blow 1 — 

I cannot — O, I will not ! 

Napoleon (fiercely) 

But you shall ! 

And from your past experience you may know 
That what I say I mean * 

JOSloPHiNE (breaking into sobs) 

O my dear husband — do not make me — don’t ! 

If you but cared for me— the hundredth part 
Of how — I care for you, you could not be 
So cruel as to lay this torture on me. 

It hurts me so ! — it cuts me like a sword. 

Don’t make me, dear t Don’t, will you I O, 0, O ! 
(She sinks clown m a bysteucal fit.} 

NAPOLtoN (calling) 

Bausset ! 

Knter, j)E Baus skt, Chambei lain-in-waiting 
Bausset, come in and shut the door. 
Assist me here. The Empress has fallen ill 
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Don’t call for help. \\ e tv. o can carry her 
By the small private staurase to her rooms 
Here- ~I will Like her fca. 

'T hv'y lift iv'ivt'di then and ca’r her out Her moans die 

.n’a\ .•'stluN 1 (ii' lowaTcIi I'ie sum-' 

Lnivi t'\(j S''3\.'iits, who reino\e coffee-‘^oi\.ce, leacliust clu irs, etc 


Fjrs]' Servvxt 

So, poor old gu'l, ‘''he’s wailed hei Jfiserei-: jUc/\ as Mother 
Church says. I knew she was to get the sack e\cr Since he 
came back. 


Slcoxd SFRVAXr 

Well, there will be a little c*vil hj/zaing, a little crowing and 
cackling amont; the Bonapaitcs at the downfall of the Beauharnais 
familv at last, mark me there will ' Thc\’\c had their little 
hour, as the poets say, and no vr Twill be somebocy else s turn. 
O It IS dioll ' Well, Father Time is a great philosopher, if you 
take him right Who is to be the new w’oinan ? 


FiR.^r Srrvvnt 

She that contains in her own corporation the necessary 
particulars. 

Si.coNT) Servant 
And what may they be ? 


First Servant 

she mu‘-t be young. 

Second Servant 

(’rood. She iiur-t, 'I'he country must see to that. 


Fikst Si rv.vnt 
And she must be strong. 


tlood again 
chat. 


Si'.COND ServaN'J 

She must be strong The doctors wall see to 


First Servant 


And she must be fruitful as the vine. 
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Second Servant 

Ay, by God. She must be fruitful as the vine. That, Heaven 
help him, he must see to himself, like the meanest multiplying 
man in Paiis 

[Exeunt servants. 

Re-enter NapoliIon with his stepdaughter, Queen Hortense. 
NAPOLltON 

Your mother is too rash and reasonless — 

Wailing and fainting over statesmanship 
Which is no personal caprice of mine, 

But policy most painful — forced on me 
By the necessities of this country’s charge. 

Go to her ; see if she be saner now ; 

Explain it to her once and once again, 

And bring me word what impress you may make. 

Hortense goes out. Ciiampagny is shown in. 
Champagny, I have something clear to say 
Now7'bh‘^' our*' process after the divorce. 

The question of the R ussian Du c hess^ Anne 

Was quite inept for further toying with. 

The years rush on, and I grow nothing younger. 

So I have made up my mind — committed me 
To Austria and the Hapsburgs — good or ill 1 
It was the best, most practicable plunge, 

And I have plunged it. 

CiXAMPAGNY 

Austria, say you, sire ? 

I reckoned that but as a scurrying dream 1 

Napol^:on 

Well, so it was. But such a pretty dream 
That its own charm transfixed it to a notion, 

That showed itself in time a sanity, 

Which hardened in its turn to a resolve 
As firm as any built by mortal mind.-— 

"Jfhe Emperor’s consent must needs be won ; 

But I foresee no difficulty there. 

The young Archduchess is a bright blond thing 
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By gencnii story ; and considering, loo, 

That h( i good molhoi childed seventeen times, 

It will hv- h.iul if bile ran not produce 
The modest one or tvo that I require. 

I’lili'r 1)1 H \LssLT with dispatches. 

DE BaUSS].T 

The courier, ^-iio, fioin Petersburg is heie, 

And brings tJiese letters for your Majesty 

"Kx’t DE B^usset 

Napoli ON (after silently reading) 

Ha-ha I It never rams unless it pours : 

Now I can ha\e the other readily. 

The proverb hits me aptly : “ Well they do 
Who doff the old lo\c eie they don the new ' 

(Ik‘ glancv.s agwn o\er ihc IcUcr ) 

Yes, Caulaiiirourt now wiites he has c\cry hope 
Of quick success in settling the alliance 1 
The 'Fsar is willing - even is anxious for it, 

His sister’s youth the single obstacle. 

The Einpiess-inothcr, hitheito against me, 

Ambition -fired, veigcs on sua\e consent, 

Likewise the whole. Imperial fimily. 

What iiouy is all this to me now I 
Time lately was when 1 had leapt thereat. 

Cm A:\rrAGNy 

You might, of (ounsc, siic, give th’ Archduchess up, 
Seeing she looms uncertainly as 3’et, 

While this docs bO no longer. 

Napoleon 

No — not I. 

My.sense of my own dignity forbids 
My watching the slow clocks of Muscovy ! 

Why hare they daUiecl with my tentatives 
In pompous silence since the Erfurt day? 

— And Austria, too, affords a safer hope. 

The young Archduchess is much less a child 
Than is the other, who, Caulaincouit says, 

Will be incapable of molhcihood 

For six months yet or moie — a grave delay 
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Champagnj 

Youi' Majesty appears to have trimmed your sail 
For Austria ; and no more is to be said ! 

Napoleon 

Except that there’s the house of Saxony 
If Austria fail. — Then, very well, Champagny, 
Write you to Caulaincourt accordingly. 


Champagny 
I will, your Majesty. 

Re-enter Queen Hortense. 


[Exit Champagny 


Napol'eon 

Ah, dear Hortense, 
How is your mother now ? 


Hortense 

Calm ; quite calm, sire. 

I pledge mo you need have no further fret 
Fi'om her entreating tears. She bids me say 
That now, as always, she submits herself 
With chastened dignity to circumstance, 

And will descend, at notice, from your throne — . 
As in days earlier she ascended it — 

In questionless obedience to your will. 

It was your hand that crowned her ; let it be 
Likewise your hand that takes her crown away 
As for her children, we shall be but glad 
To follow and withdraw ourselves with her, 

The tcndeiest mother children ever knew, 

From grandeurs that have brought no happiness I 

NapolI^ON (taking her hand) 

But, Hortense, dear, it is not to be so 1 
You must stay with me, as I said before. 

Your mother, too, must keep her royal stale, « 
Since no repudiation stains this need. 

Equal magnificence will orb her round 
In after time as now, A palace here, 

A palace in the country, wealth to match, 
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A rank in order next mv futuie wife's. 

And (onfeience \\\ih ine rny Li-je:>t friend. 

Now we will seek licr — Eugene, you, and I — 

And make the piojcct dear. 

[E\r.i .t Na'’{illon and Kortlxs--: 
Th(* scene da Kciis tAid shut-s 


SCENE III 

VIENNA. A PRIVATE APARTMENT IN THE IMPERIAL PALACE 

The Emperor I’Uaxcis c’sco\ered, er than usia'J and .somewhai 
flurried. 

Enter Ml^yri RNK ii the Prime MiiV'iLcr — a ibip-lippul, long-nosed man 
with inquisitive eyes 

Francis 

I have been expecting you some minutes here, 

The thing th.it fionts us brooking biief delay. — 

Well, whin say ) 0 u by now on this strange offer? 


ME'ITI rnicii 

My views remain the same, your Majesty : 

The policy of pcMce tlnit 1 have upheld, 

Both while in J’ans and of late time here, 

Points to this stop as hci aiding t>veet halm 
And Ixandagcd vems for our late crimsoned realm. 

Frances 

Agreed. As monarch I percene therein 
A happy doorw-ay for my puiposings. 

It seems to guarantee the Hapsburg crown 
A quittance of disti actions such as those 
That leave tlicir shade on many a backw'ard year! — 
There IS, forsooth, a suddenness about it, 

And it w'ould aid us had we clearly keyed 
The cryplologucs of which the world has heard 
Between Napoleon and the Russian Court — 

Begun there with the selfsame motiving. 
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Metternich 

I would not, sire, one second ponder it 
It was an obvious first crude cast-about 
In the important reckoning of means 
For bis great end, a strong monarchic line« 

The more advanced the more it profits us ; 

For sharper, then, the quashing of such viewSj, 

And wreck of that conjunction in the aims 
Of France and Russia, marked so much of late 
As jeopardizing quiet neighbours’ thrones. 

Francis 

If that be so, on the domestic side 

There seems no bar. Speaking as father solely, 

I see secured to her the proudest fate 

That woman can daydream. And I could hope 

That private bliss would not be wanting her 1 

Metternich 

A hope well seated, sire. The Emperor, 

Imperious and determined in his rule, 

Is easy-naturcd in domestic life, 

As my long time in Paris amply proved. 

Moreovei", the accessories of his glory 
Have been, and will be, admirably designed 
To fire the fancy of a young princess. 

Francis 

Thus far you satisfy me. ... So, to close, 

Or not to close with him, is now the thing. 

Metternich 

Your Majesty commands the issue quite : 

The Father of his people can alone 
In such a case give answer — yes or no. 

Vagueness and doubt have ruined Russia’s chance ; 
Let not, then, such Be ours. 

Francis 

You mean, if I, 

You'd answer straight What would that answer be ? 
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AT El t: rmch 

in sU'ite Jina.rs, si*e. as in priiate life, 

Times will ;u wiien even the fallhfullest squire 
Finds him uni't to log his chi el tain s choice. 

On whom icspons’biluy rniist lastly rest 
And siicii limes aie jire-eiTi’riently, sire. 

Those wherein ihoLic^hl alone 1:3 not enough 
7’o 5 e*r\e the head as gindc. ,\s Emperor, 

As father, both, 10 you, to you in sole 
Must appertain the privilege to pionounce 
Which track stern duty bids you tiead herein. 

FR\XC 13 

Affection is my duty, heart my gu de — 

Without constraint or prompting I shall leave 
The big decision m my daughter s hands 
Before iny obligations to my people 
Must stand her wish. Go, find her, Merternich, 

Take her the tidings. She is fiee with you, 

And w'lll speak out 

( I.f)olvi’i£; fonh upon the ten ace ’1 

She’s heie at hand, I see : 

I’ll call her in. Then tell me whats hei mind 
lie be‘ekoii-> fioni tho w'lndow, and goes out in ancihei duc^ Lion. 

MJ/rTKRNTCri 

So much fin forms sake 1 Can the ii\cr-tlow^er 
The riineiU tlrags, diicct its face up-stream ^ 

What she must do she wall , nought eKe at all. 

r.mer ilnough out of tin- widcms MAitiA Louisa m gaiden-costunic 
f] esh-coloiin d, gnljdi and ‘'ini'ipg Mi TTi'KXiCii Ixiiav. 

Mari\ Lours \ 

0 how', dear Chancellor, you startled me ' 

Phrase ])ardon rny so brusquely burstirg in. 

1 saw' you not - -Those five poor little birds 
That h.uint our there beneath the pediment, 

Snugly defended from the north-cast wind, 

Have lately disappeared. 1 sought a trace 
Of .scattered feathers, W'-hich I dread to find \ 
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Mettkrnich 

They are gone, I ween, the way of tender flesh 
At the assaults of winter, want, and foes. 

Maria Louisa 

It is too melancholy thinking, that I 
Donk say it. — But I saw the Emperor here.? 

Surely he beckoned to me ? 

Metternich 

Sure, he did, 

Your gracious Highness ; and he has left me here 
To break vast news that will make good his call. 

Maria Louisa 

Then do. Pll listen. N ews from near or far ? 

[She seats herself. 

Metternich 

F rom fai’ — though of such distance-dwarfing might 
That far may read as near eventually. 

But, dear Archduchess, with your kindly leave 
Fll speak straight out. The Emperor of the French 
Has sent to-day to make, through Sc hwarz^ixfatffig, 

A formal offer of his heart ancTmind,*^ 

His honours, dignities, imperial throne, 

To you, whom he admires above all those 
The world can show elsewhere. 

Maria Louisa (frightened) 

My husband-™-he ? 

What, an old man like him 1 

MicrrERNicri (cautiously) 

He’s scarcely old, 

Dear lady. True, deeds densely crowd in him ; 
Turn months to years in calendaring his span ; 

Yet by Time’s common clockwork he’s but young. 

Maria Louisa 

So wicked, too I 

Metternich (nettled) 

Well— that's a point of view. 
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Maria Louisa 

Bui, Chancellor, think what things I have said of him I 
Can women marry where they have taunted so? 

hlETTERXICH 

'rhings ? Nothing inexpungeable, I deem, 

By tune and true good humour* 

Maria Louisa 

O I have ! 

Horrible things. Why — ay, a hundred times — 

I have said I washed him dead 1 At that strained hour 
When the fiist voicings of the late w^ar came. 

Thrilling' out how the French w^ere smitten sore 
And Bonaparte retreating, I clapped hands 
And answered that I hoped he’d lose his head 
As well as lose the battle ! 

Metternich 

Words. But words ! 

Born like the bubbles of a spring that come 
Of ;:est for springing — aimless m their shape. 

Maria Louisa 

It seems indecent, mean, to w^ed a man 
Whom one has hold such fierce opinions of ! 

Mp.tternich 

My much beloved Archduchess, and revered, 

Sucli things have been I In Spam and Portugal 
Like enmities have led to intermarriage. 

In England, after w’arnng thirty years 
The Rod and White Rose w-edded. 

Maria Louisa (after a silence) 

Tell me, now, 

What does my father wish ? 

Metternich 

His wish is yourSc 

Whatever your Imperjal Highness feels 
On this grave verdict of your destiny. 
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Home, title, future sphere, he bids you think 
Not of himself, but of your own desire. 

Maria Louisa (reflecting) 

My wish is what my duty bids me wish. 

Where a wide Empire’s welfare is in ])oise, 

That welfare must be pondered, not my will. 

I ask of you, then, Chancellor Meiternich, 

Straightway to beg the Emperor my father 
That he fulfil his duty to the realm, 

And quite subordinate thereto all thought 
Of how it personally impinge on me. 

A slight noise as of something falling is heard in the room. They glance 
momentarily, and see that a small enamel portrait of Maiue Antoinette, 
which was standing on a console-table, has slipped down on its face. 

Spirit of the YeaRvS 

W/iaf mischiefs this ? The Wit! nmst have its way. 
Spirit Sinister 

Perhaps Earth sh/vered at the huffs sa^^ f 

Shade of the Earth 

/ o%mt thereto. When France and Anyfria wed 
My echoes are men^s groatis., my dews arc red; 

So I have reason for a passing dread! 

METT’ERNICH 

. Right nobly phrased, Archduchess ; wisely too. 

1 will acquaint your sire the Emperor 

With these your views. lie waits them anxiously. 

(Going.) 

Maria Louisa 

Let me go first. It much confuses me 
To think —But I would fain let thinking be 1 

[She goes otit trembling. 
ICnter FitANCis by another door, 

Metternich 

I was about to seek your Majesty. 

The good Archduchess luminously holds 
That in this weighty question you regard 
The Empire. Best for it is* best for hen 
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Fraxch (rif'ved) 

My daughters \]e^^s thereon do not su‘ prise ire. 
She is too staunch to p^t a private whitn 
Against the foj tunes of a commonwealth. 

During your speech ith her I ha\e taken thought 
To shape deciaioii sagely. An assert 
Would Vicld the Empire many yca^s of peace, 

And leave me senpe to heal those si'ii green sores 
Which linger from our late unhapp\ mods 
Therefore, my daughter not bc’ug diSinchned, 

I know' no basis for a negative. 

Send, then, a courier prompt to Pans : say 
The oner made for the Archduchess’ hand 
I do accept — v ith this defined reserve. 

That no condition, lieaty, bond, attach 
To such alliance save the he itself 
There ai-c some -.imficcs wliosc g.»-ave rites 
No bargain must contaminate. This is one — 
This personal gift of a beloved child ! 

Mlttt:rxicit (leaving) 

ril sec to It this hour. \our IMajcsty, 

And cast the words m keeping wuih your wash. 

(To Ts he goes) 

Decently done ' . . . He slipped out ‘‘ srxrifice,’* 
And scarce could hide his hcaitache for his girl. 
Well ached u ' — Put when thci>c things have to be 
It is as well to breast them stoically. 

[Ex't Mltiek.n'ich, 
The clouds diaw o\cr 


SCENE IV 

LOXPOX. A CTXn IX =:T. street 

A winter midi 'I'wo menibeis ire coinois-ng b\ the fire, nnd others 
are seen lolling m the background, some of i’'om snoring 

Fir^t Member 

I learn from a i^rivatc letter that it was carried out in the 
Emperor’s Cabinet at the 7 uilenes— just off the throne-room, 
where they all assembled in the evening, — Boney and the wife 
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of his bosom (in pure white muslin from head to foot, they say), 
the Kings and Queens of Holland, Westphalia, and Naples, the 
Princess Pauline, and one or two more ; the officials present 
being Cambaccres the Chancellor, and Count Regnaud. Quite a 
small party. ""Tt'lvuis over in a few minutes-— short and sweet, 
like a donkey’s gallop. 


Second Member 

Anything but sweet for her. I-low did she stand it ? 

First Member 

vSerenely, I believe, while the Emperor was making his speech 
renouncing her ; but when it came to her turn to say she 
renounced him she began sobbing mightily, and was so com- 
pletely choked up that she couldn’t get out a word. 

Second Member 

Poor old dame ! I pity her, by God ; though she had a 
rattling good spell while it lasted. 

First Member 

They say he was a bit upset, loo, at sight of her tears. But 1 
dare vow that was put on. Fancy lioney caring a curse what a 
woman feels. She had learnt her speech by heart, but that did 
not help her : Regnaud had to finish it for her, the ditch that 
overturned her l)eing where she was made to say that she no 
longer preserved any hope of having children, and that she was 
pleased to .show her attachment by enabling him to obtain them 
by another woman. She was led oif fainting*. A turning* of the 
tables, considering how madly jealous she used to make him by 
her flirtations ! 

B'.ntcr a thirtl nieinber. 

Second Member 

How is the debate going? Still braying the Government in 
a mortar ? 

Third Member 

They are. Though one thing everybody admits : young Peel 
has made a wonderful first speech in seconding the address. 
There has been nothing like it since Pitt He spoke rousingly 
of Austria’s misfortunes — went on about Spain, of course, showing 
that we must still go on supporting her, winding up with a 
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glance of freedom whirli fashed inre^sanily from the indignant 
eyes of the British soldier!" — Oh, well it was all learnt before- 
hand, of course. 

Second Me.mber 

I wish I bad gone do an. Ikit the wind soon blew the other 
way. 

Third Mem her 

Then Gower rapped out Ins amendment. That w’as good, 
too, by God. 

Second MiiMher 

Well, the war must go on. And that being the general 
conviction this censure and tha.t censure are only so many blank 
cartridges. 

Third MempepR 

Blank? Damn me. were they' Gowers was a palpable hit 
when he said that Parliament had placed unheard-of resources in 
the hands of Mimsteri* last year, to make this year's results to 
the country wor«e than if they had been aftbided no resources at 
all. Every single cntci prise of theirs had been :i beggarly 
failure. 

Second Member 

Anybody could have said it, come to that. 

Third Mimber 

Yes, because it is so true. PIowe\er, when he began to lay 
on with such rhetoiic as ‘‘the treasures of the nation lavished in 
wasteful thoughtlessness," — "‘thousands of our troops sacrificed 
wwtonly in the pestilential swamps of Walcheren," and gave the 
details we know so well Ministers wriggled a good one, though 
’twas no news to 'em kept on stauing forward as 

if he were going to jump up and interrupt, taking the strictures 
entirely as a personal aliront. 

Kritfir o fou’^th member 

Sr.vERAL Members 

Who^s speaking now ? 

F OURTH MJ'EMBFR 

I donk know. I have heard of nobody later than Ward. 
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Second Metmber 

The fact is that, as Whitbread said to me to-day, the materials 
for condemnation are so prodigious that we t'an scarce marshal 
them into argument. We are just able to ])Our ’em out one upon 
t’other. 

Third Member 

Ward said, with the blandest air in the world : Censure ? 
Do his Majesty’s Ministers expect censure ? Not a bit. They 
are going about asking in tj-emulous tones if anybody has heard 
when their impeachment is going to begin.” 

Several Members 

Haw-haw-haw ! 

Third Member 

Then he made another point. After enumerating our frightful 
failures — Spain, Walcheren, and the i-est — he said: “But 
Ministers have not failed in everything. No ; in one thing they 
have been strikingly successful. They have been successful in 
their attack upon Copenhagen —because it was directed against 
an ally 1 ” Mighty fine, wasn’t it ? 

Second Member 

11 ow did Castlercagh stomach that? 

Third Member 

He replied then. Donning his air of injured innocence he 
proved the honesty of his intentions —no doubt truly enough. 
But when he came to Walcheren nothing could be done. The 
case was hopeless, and he knew it, and foundered. However, at 
the division, when he saw what a majority was going out on his 
side he was as frisky as a child. Canning’s speech was grave, 
with bits of shiny ornament stuck on— *like the brass nails on a 
coffin, Sheridan says. 

J'lfth niul sixth members stagger in, arm-aiul-arm. 

Firth Member 

The ’vision is — ^ — ’jority of ninety-six againsht— Gov’ment— I 
mean— againsht us. Which is it— hey? (To his companion. ) 

Sixth Member 

Damn majority of— damn ninety-siX' — against damn amend- 
ment 1 


(They sink down on a sofa. ) 
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Second r^TEMBrn 

Gad, I didn t expect the r^are woidd ha\e been qi: re so hi^h ! 

Third Mlmhlr 

The one conviccon that the war in the Peninsula :s to go 
on, and ri'5 we are all agreed upon that, wlru the heil does it 
matter whnt then* maionty is ? 

iuitiT SiiEKi / vx 'Ihc\- .■'El tain inrjii'i’rgly. 

Sheridan 

Have >c heard the latest? 

Second Mplmber 

Xinety-5ix against us. 

Sheridan 

O no — thats ancient history. I'd ^orgoi it. 

Third ^vIlmiier 

A revolution, l^ecause Ministers are not impeached and 
hanged ? 

Sheridan 

That'S in contemplation^ when we've got their confessions. 
Bul what I meant was from o\crthe water— it is a deuced sight 
moi e serious to us than a debate and di\ ision that are only like 
the Liturgy on a Sunday — known beforehand to ail the congre- 
gation. Bonapaite is going to mairy Austiia foiihwith — 

the Empeiors ciaiightcr .Maria Louisa 

Third Member 

'rhe Lord look down ! Our late respected crony Austria 1 
Why, in this very night’s debate the\’ have been talking about 
the laudable pimciples we have been acting upon in affording 
assistance to the Emperor Francis -n his struggle against the 
violence and ambition of Fiance ' 

SixoND Member 

Honey safe on that side, what may not befall 

Third Member 

We had better make it u]) with him, and shake hands all 
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Second Member 

Shake heads seems most natural in the case. O House of 
Hapsburgj how hast thou fallen ! 

{filter Whiturkai), Lord Hutchinson, Ta)RD Geokc;k Gavhndlsh, 
Ghorgk Ponsonhy, Wimhiam, Lord CnucY, Haring, P'.lliot, and otL'i 
uioinbcrs, some drunk. I'ho conversation becomes animated and noisy ; 
several move off to the card-room, and the scene closes. 


SCENE V 

THE OLD WEST HIGHWAY OUT OF VIENNA 

The spot IS where the road passes under the slopes of the Wiener Wald, 
with its beautiful forest scenery. 

DUMB SHOW 

A procession of enormous length, composed of eighty carriages — many of 
them <irawn by .six horses and one by eight — and escorted by detachment.s of 
cuirassiers, yconiamy, and other cavahy, is quickening its speed along the 
highway from the city. 

'Fhe .six-h()rs<i carnages contain a multitude of Couu officials, ladies of tho 
Llonrt, and other Austrian nobility. 'Flic eight-horse coach contains a rosy, 
blue-ey«Hl girl of eighteen, with full red lips, round figure, and palC' auburn 
hair. She is, Maria Louis^ and her eyes are red from rec<*nt weeping. 
'Phe Ck>UNTKSs‘ Grand Mistress of the Household, in the 
carriage with her, and the other ladies of the Palace behind, have a pale, 
proud, yet resigned look, as if conscious that upon their sex had been laid 
the burden of paying for the peace with France, 'fhty have been played out 
of Vienna with French marches, and the trifling incident has helped on their 
sadness. 

The oh.server's vision being .still bent on the train of vehicles anti cavalry, 
the point of sight i.s withdrawn higli into the air, till the huge procession on 
the l)rown road looks no more than a fihi of ants crawling along a strip of 
garden-matting. l'h<i .spaciou.s teirestrial outlook now gained shows tins to 
be the great road across Europtj from Vienna to Munich, and from Munich 
westerly to France, 

The puny concatenation of specks being exclusively watched, the surface 
of the earth seem.s to move along in an opposite direction, and in infinite 
variety of hill, dale, woodland, and champaign. Britlgcs are crossed, ascents 
are climbed, plains are galloi^cd over, and towns are reached, among them 
Saint Polten, where night falls. 

Morning shines, and the royal crawl is resumed, and continued through 
Linz, where the Danube is reapproached, and the girl looks pleased to see 
her own dear Donau still Presently the tower of Braunau appears, where 
the animated dots pause for formalities, this being the frontier ; andj^lwiwwr* 
Louisa becomes Marik Louise and a Frenchwoman, in the charge of 
French officials. *~**^“' 



scent: VI 


PART SECOND 


279 


After many biciks anrl baits, during which jams sp’^ead their gaures 

over the scene, the* loofs rind houses of Munich disclose themsehes, suggest- 
ing the tesser.xj of an ir'-egular mosaic A long stop is made here. 

i'he tedious ad\ance continue': Vinc-circ'ed Stuttgart, riat Carlsrubc, 
the winding Rhine, stoik\ Strassbui?, pass in panorama beneath us as the 
piocession is followed With Xancy and Bar-le-Duc sliding along, th(‘ 
.scenes begin to assume a French cha-racter, and soon we perecne Chalons 
and ancient Rheims 'The la.st day of the lourney has dawned Our viSion 
flit's ahead of the cortege to Courcelles, a little pkicc which must be passed 
through befoie vSois.sons is leached Ileie Ihi. point of sight descends to 
caith, and the Dumb Show’ ends 


SCENE VI 

COURCDDLES 

It IS now’ seen to bo a quiet roadside village, with a humble church in us 
midst, opposite to which stands an mii, the highway passing between them. 
Ram IS still falling heavily Not a soul is \isibic aii} where. 

Enter fiom the west a plain, lonely carnage, travelling m a direction to 
meet the file of coaches that we have watched It stops near the mn, and 
two men muffled m cloak.s alight by the door away from the hostel and 
tow aids the cliurdi, .as if they wished to avoid observation Their faces aie 
tliosc of N-tPOLfloN andMuuvT his brother-in-law’. Crossing the road 
through the mud and lain they stand in the cliurch poich, and watch the 
descending diifls 

Napoleon (stamping an impatient tattoo) 

One gets moie chilly in a wet March than in a dry, however 
cold, the devil if be don 1 1 What time do you make it now ? 
That clock doesn’t go, 

Murat (drily, looking at his w’atch) 

Yes, It does ; and it is right If clocks w-ere to go as fast as 
your w’lshes just now it would be awkward for the rest of the 
world. 

Napollon (chuckling good-humouredly) 

How' we have dished the Soissons folk, with their pavilions, 
and purple and gold hangings for bride and bridegroom to meet 
in, and stately ceremonial to match, and their thousands looking 
on ! Here we are where there’s nobody. Ha, ha. ' 

MUR-A.T 

But why should they be dished, sire ? The pavilions and 
cei'emonies were by your own oi'ders. 
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Napol^n 

Well, rib the time got nearer I couldn’t stand the idea of dawdling 
about there. 

Murat 

71ie Soissons people will be in a deuce of a taking at being 
made such fools of ! 

NAPor.feN 

So let ’em. I’ll make it up with them somehow.— She can’t 
be far off now, if we have timed her rightly. (He peers out into the 
ram and listens. ) 

Murat 

I don’t quite see how you are going to manage when she does 
come. Do we go before her towards Soissons when you have 
greeted her here, or follow in her rear ? Or what do we do ? 

NapolIcon 

Heavens, I know no more than you ! Trust to the moment 
and see what happens. (A silence.) Hark — here she comes I 
Good little girl ; up to time ! 

'Phe distant sejuashing in th<‘ mud of a multitude of hoofs and wUe<ds is 
succeeded Ijy the apf)earance of outrideis and carriages, horses and horsemen, 
splashed with .sample clays of the di.stricts traversed. 'Phe vehicles slow 
down to the inn. NAPOLftON's face fires up, and, followed by Murat, he 
rushes into the rain towards the coach that is drawn by eight horsc.s, contain- 
ing the blue-eyt'd girl. He holds off his hat at the carriage-window. 

Marie Louise (shrinking back inside) 

Ah, Heaven ! Two highwaymen are upon us I 

The Equerry n’AuoKNARDK (simultaneously) 

The Emperor I 

The steps of th<» ('oach are hastily lowered, NAPOLltoN, dripping, 
in and embraces her. The startled Aikttducurss, with much blaslung and 
confusion, recognize.s him, 

Marie Louise (tremulously, as she recovers herself) 

You are so much — better looking than your portraits — that I 
hardly knew you I I expected you at Soissons. We are not at 
Soissons yet ? 
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N APOLLON 

Xo, my dc.ircst ^.])ouse, hu: we are to^eiher * .'Calling oiii to tij;- 
efiucny ) D.i\e ihtough Soisson^ — pass the pa\/i!on of leception 
w'ithoul ‘-topping, and don t halt t.ll we rea.ch Comp.eg'ne. 

II'j b'l', do.vn in the coach and is ‘■hut in, MrR\T Lvaghing S'lenly ‘d the 
•^coiiL Hxeunt cairuige-s and 1 KA%aT-d3 Soissons. 

Chorus oi- Ironic Spirits (aenal music) 

-a'/ 'njas tf finished coqiieite^^ 

And 77GZJ ZT s a ingenue . — 

Blonde instead of hrimePe^ 

An old 'ijife doffed for a neze. 

She U h't?}g him a hoh\\ 

A s quickly as maybe. 

And rhafs -oJutz he her to do, 

Jloodioo ' 

And that's 'what he zjants her to do i 
Spirit or the Years 

What leudiiess lip f/w^e 'ijiy formed phantoms there? 
Ironic Spirits 

Nay, Sh 070 man Years f With holy revci'ent air 
We hymn the nuptials of the Impeinal pair. 

Tlie rnin ihiclcous to r mist and obscires the scene. 


SCENE VII 

PETERSBURG. 1 'HE PALACE OP THE EMPRESS-MOTHER 

One of the piivMto iDutiiicnt'j is dxsclosod, m which the Einpress-mothei 
and Alexander are seated. 

Empress-Mothfr 

So one of Aubirian blood his pomp selects 
To be his bride and bulwark — not our own. 

Thus are you coolly shelved I 

Atxxander 

Me, mother dear."* 

You, faith, if I may say it dutifiilly ' 

Had all been left to me, some lime ere now 
He would ha^e wedded Kate, 
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Empress-Mother 

How so, my son? 

Catharine was plighted, /incl it could not be. 
Alexander 

Rather you swiftly pledged and married her, 

To let Napoleon have no chance that way. 

But Anne remained. 

Empress-Mother 

How Anne ? — so young a girl ! 
Sane Nature would have cried indecency 
At such a ti'Oth. 

Alexander 

Time would have tinkered that, 
And he was well-disposed to wait awhile ; 

But the one test he had no temper for 
Was the apparent slight of unresponse 
Accorded his impatient overtures 
By our suspensive poise of policy. 

Empress-Mother 

A backward answer is our country’.s card — 

The special style and mode of Muscovy. 

Wc have grown great upon it, my dear son, 

And may such practice rule our centuries through ! 
The necks of those who rate themselves our peers 
Are cured of stiffness by its potency. 

Alxcxandkr 

The principle in this case, anyhow, 

Is shattered by the facts : since none can doubt 
Your policy was counted an affront, 

And drove my long ally to Austria’s arms, 

With what result to us must yet be seen ! 

Empress-Mother 

May Austria win much joy of the alliance ! 
Marrying Napoldon is a midnight leap 
For any Court in Europe, credit me, 

If ever such there were 1 What he may carve 
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Upon the coming yeais, whiit murderous bolt 
I-Iiirl at the rocking Constitutions round, 

On what dark planet he may land himseif 
In his career through spa.ce, no sage can say 
One thing we may assume as certainty — 

That he will never rest in righteous lule. 

Alexander 

Well — possibly 1 . . . And maybe all is best 
That he engrafts his lineage not on us. — 

But, honestly, Napoleon none the less 
Has been my friend, and I regret the dream 
And fleeting fancy of a closer tie ! 

Empress-Mother 

Ay ; your regrets are sentimental ever. 

That he’ll be writ no son-in-law of mine 
Is no regret to me ! But an affront 
There is, no less, in his evasion on’t, 

Wherein the bourgeois quality of him 
Veraciously peeps out. I would be sworn 
He set his minions parleying with the twain — 
Yourself and Francis — simultaneously, 

Else no betrothal could have speeded so ! 

Alexander 

Despite the hazard of offence to one ? 

Empress-Mother 
More than the hazard , the necessity. 

Alexander 

There’s no offence to me. 

Empress-Mother 

There should be, them 
I am a Romanoff by marriage merely, 

But I do feel a rare belittlement 
And loud laconic brow-beating herein ! 
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Alexander 

No, mother, no ! I am the Tsar — not you, 

And I am only piqued in moderateness. 

Mairiage with Fi'anco was near my heart - - I own it— 
What then ? It has been otherwise ordained. 


[A silence, 


Em PRESS- Mother 

Here comes dear Anne. Speak not of it before her. 
Enter the Grand-Duchess, a girl of sixteen. 


Anne 

Alas 1 the news is that poor JEm^a’s queen, 
Spirited Queen Louisa, once so fair, 

Is slowly" dymg7"motlier ! Did you know ? 

Alexander (betraying emotion) 

Ah I — such I dreaded from the earlier hints. 
Poor soul- — her heart was slain some time agm. 


Anne 

What do you mean by that, my brother dear ? 
Empre:ss-Mothkr 

He means, my child, that he as usual spends 
Much sentiment upon the foreign fair, 

And hence leaves little for his folk at home. 

Alexander 

I mean, Anne, that her country’s overthrow 
Let death into her heart. Ilie Tilsit days 
Taught me to know her well, and honour her. 

She was a lovely woman even then ! . . . 

Strangely, the ))resent English Prince of.W ab» 

Was wished to husband her. Had wishes won, 
They might have varied Europe’s history* 

ANNE 

Napoldon, I have heard, admired her once ; 

How he must grieve that soon she’ll be no more I 
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Empress-Mother 

Napoleon and your brother loved her both. 

[Alexander shows embarrassment. 
But whatsoever grief be Alexander’s, 

His will be none who feels but for himself. 

Anne 

O mother, how can you mistake him so ! 
lie w'orships her who is to be his wife, 

The fair Archduchess Mane. 

Empress-Mother 

Simple child, 

As yet he has never seen her, 01 but ba.rely. 

That is a tactic suit, with love to match ! 

At.EXANDER (with vainly veiled tenderness) 
High-soulcd Louisa ; — wdicn shall I forget 
Those Tilsit gatherings m the long-sunned June ! . » - 
Napoleon’s gallantries deceived her quite, 

Who fondly felt her pleas for Magdeburg 
Had won him to its cause ; the while, alas I 
His cjmic sense but posed in cruel play 1 

E:\irRESS-MOTIIER 
Bilteily mourned she her civilities 
When time unlocked the truth, that she had choked 
Her indignation at his former slights 
And slanderous sayings for a baseless hope, 

And wi ought no tittle for her country’s gam. 

I m.irvel why you mourn a frustrate tie 
With one whose whiles could wring a woman so \ 

Alexander (uneasily) 

I marvel also, when I think of it ! 

Empress-Mother 

Don’t listen to us longer, dearest Anne. 

[Exit Anne 

— You will uphold my judging by and by, 

That as a suitor wc are well quit of him, 

And that blind Austria will rue the hour 
Wherein she plucks for him her faiiest flower I 
The scene shuts 
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SCENE VIII 

PARIS. THE GRAND GALLERY OF THE LOUVRE 
AND THE SALON-CARRlt ADJOINING 

The view is up the middle of the Gallery, which is now a spectacle of 
much magnificence. Backed by the laige paintings on the walls aie double 
rows on each side of brightly dressed ladies, the pick of Imperial society, to 
the nitmber of four thousand, one thousand in each row ; and behind these 
standing up are two rows on each side of men of privilege and fashion. 
Officers of the Imperial Guard are dotted about as marshals. 

Temporary^ barriers form a wide passage up the midst, leading to the 
Salon-Carr<5, wdiich is seen through the opening to be fitted up as a chapel, 
W!fE“a gorgeous altar, tall candles, and cross In front of the altar is a plat- 
form with a canopy over it. On the platfoi m are tw'o gilt chairs and a prie- 
dieu. 

The expectant assembly does not continuously remain in the seats, but 
promenades and talks, the voices at times rising to a din amid the strains of 
the orchestra, conducted by the Emperor’s Director of Music Refiesh- 
ments in profusion are handed round, and the cxtcmixiriKed cathedral resolves 
itself into a gigantic cafd of persons of distinction under the Empire. 


Spirit Sinister 

All day have they been waiting for their galanfy-show.^ and 
now the hour of performance is on the strike. It may be season- 
able to muse on the sixteenth Louis and the bride^s greaLat/nt, as 
the nearing procession is^ I see^ appositely crossing the track of the 
tumbril which was the last coach of that respected lady, ,,, It is 
now passing over the site of the scaffold on which she lost her 
head, . . . Now it will soon be here. 

Suddenly the heialds ent<T the Ciallery at the end tow'iirds the Tuileries, 
the spectators ranging themselves in their jilaces. In a mom<*nt the wedding 
procession of the Emperor and Empress becomes visible. I'he civil 
marriage having already been performed, Napoli5on and Marie T^ouise 
advance together along the vacant pathway towards the Kfil pp-GarriS r followed 
by the long suite of illustrious personages, and acclamations bunst from all 
parts of the Grand (Sallery. 


Spirit of the Pities 

Whose are those forms that pair in pompous train 
Behind the handdn-hand half%vedded ones,^ 

With faces speaking sense of an adventure 
Which may close well^ or not so f 
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Recording Angel (reciting) 

First there walks 

The Emperoi^s brother Louis, HoUandts King; 

Then Jerome of Westphalia with his spouse ; 

'The nwther-quecn, and Julie (Jueen op Spain, 

The Prince Borghese and the Princess Pauline, 
Bcauharnais the Vicc-King of Italy, 

And J/urat King of Nap I c?^ with their Queens ; 

Badeiis Grand-Duke, Arch-Chancellor Cambaccres, 
Berthiei', Lcbi'un, and, not leaf Talleyrand. 

Then the Grand Marshal and the Chanilerlain, 

The Lords-in- JVaiting, the Grand Equcriy, 

With waiting-ladies, women of the chamber, 

And others called by office, rank, or fame. 

Spirit of Rumour 
New, many, to Imperial dignities ; 

Which, won by character and quality 
In time who now enjoy them, will become 
The birtJn'ight of their sons in aftei'time. 

Spirit of the Years 
It fits thee not to augu?^, quick-eaird Shade. 

Ephemeral at the best all honours be. 

These even more ephemeral than their kind. 

So random fashioned, swift, perturbable ^ 

Spirit of the Pities 
Napol/on looks content — 7iay, shines with joy. 

Spirit of the Years 
Yet sec it pa?s, as by a conjurods wand. 

Thc'U'upoii N.ipoli^on's fixee blackens as if the shadow of a winter night 
had fallen upon it kesenlfiil and threatening, he stops the procession and 
looks 11 [) <ind downi the benches 

Spirit Sinister 

litis is sound artistry of the Immanent Will : it relieves the 
mo 7 totony of so much good-humour. 

Napoleon (to the Chapel-master) 

Where aic the Cardinals? And w'hy not here? 

(He speaks so loud that he is heard ihioughout the Gallery.) 
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Abbe pe Prai^t (trembling) 

Many arc present here, your Majesty ; 

But some are feebled by infirmities 

Too common to their age, and cannot come. 

Napoi.kon 

Tell me no nonsense ! Half absent themselves 
Because they will not come. The factious fools ! 
Well, be it so. But they shall flinch for it ! 

Marie Louise looks frightened. The procession moves on. 

Spirit of the Pities 
7 s^e/M to see the thin and headless ghost 
Of the yet earlier Airstrian^ Jm'e^ too^ queen^ 
Walking beside the bridCy with frail attempts 
To pluck her by the arm I 

Spirit of the Years 

Nay^ think not so. 

No trump unseals eartJis sepulchres to-day : 

We are the ofily phantoms 7io%o abroad 

On this mud-moulded ball / Through sixteen years 

She has decayed in a back-garden yo7tdc}\ 

Dust all the showaftce time retains of her^ 

Senseless of hustliftgs in her former house^ 

Lost to all count of c?vwns and Inddahy-— 

Eve7i of her Austrian blood. No : what thou seesil 
Sprmgs of thy quavering ftniy^ stlnrd to dreams 
Ey yon tart pliant of)i^s pimue, 

Marie Louise (sadly to Napoldon) 

I know not why, 

I love not this day’s doings half so well 
As our quaint meeting-time at Compidgne. 

A clammy air creeps round me, as from vaults 
Peopled with looming spectres, chilling me 
And angering you withal 1 

Napoleon 

O, it is nought 
To troubl-e you : merely, my cherished one, 

Those devils of Italian Cardinals I— 

Now Pll be bright as ever-— you must, loo. 
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ril try. 

Rruhinc; ihi" to the Salon-Cant- amid stiains of music the 

Empi roe and Empri ss aie lec f*ucd and incenbed by the Cardin tL Grand 
At Mt)M-Rs 'Fhcy take thoir seats under the canopy, and the liain of notn- 
bilitU'S se it themsi'Ut'S fuitlif'i back, the j^eisons-in-waiting stopping behind 
the linpcnal thaiis 

d’hc ccicnuHiy of the icligious mairiagc now begins The choir intones a 
hymn, the ICMRi- RUR and ICmpress go to the altai, renio\e then glo\cs, and 
make then vows 


Spirit Ironic 

The Erighsh Chiaxh should 7-€lur?i thanks Jo7‘ this 'li'etlding^ 
seenig how if will 'fnnge of coiw'icness the ficfi/i'c-sheets of that 
a7'tidic 7iatio?7^ which will ha7'dly be able to ca7‘icatii7'e the ticw 
wife as it did poor ft cbeiau Jo^efhi/ic. Suck sta7'ched cwd 7ro7ica 
mo 7 ia}xhists caniiot S7tee7' at a wouum of such a divi}iely d7y and 
crusted lute as the Hafd}U7'gs ! 

Mass IS ncNt celcbiated, after which the Tp Dfum is chanted in harmonies 
that whirl loimd the walls of the* ^lalon-Carie and quucr dowm the long 
Galleiv. 'Ihc procession th(‘n ro-fornis and returns, amid the flutteiings and 
ajiplause of Ihc* dense ass<‘mbly But Napol<5on’s face has not lost the 
soluble e\piession wliioh settled on it The pair and their tram pass out by 
the west door, and the congregation disperses m the other direction, the 
cloud-emtam closing over the scene as they disappear 


ACT SIXTH 
SCENE I 

THE LINES OF TORRES VI^-DRAS 

A bird’s-eye persi)i‘ctive is icvealed of the peninsular tract of Portuguese 
territory lying betw'oen the shining pool of the Tagus on the east, and the 
white -fi lilt d "Atlantic lifting rhythmica% on the west. As thus beheld the 
tract featuies itself sonu'wluit like a late-Gothic shield, the upper edge from 
the d<*\iei to tlie sinister chief being the lines of JTojx^gJTAlras, stretching 
.icHiss fiom the moutli of the Zeznrnbre on the left to AlhanHni on the right, 
und the south or base point being Fort S. Julian The roofs of Lislxin 
:ipj)tMr at llu* sinister base, and m a corresponding spot on the opposite side 
Ga[)e Roc a 

U Is priccived m a moment that the northern verge of this neaily coast- 
hemmed region IS tlie only one thiough which access can be gamed to it by 
land and a close scuitiny of the boundary there reveals that means are being 
adopted to elfectually prevent such access 

hVotn east to west along it runs a chain of defences, dotted at intervals by 
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do?:ens of circular and square redoubts, either made or in the making, two of 
the lattei being of enormous size. Between these stretch imchmbable escarp- 
ments, stone walls, and other breastworks, and in front of all a double row of 
abattis, foinied of the limbs of trees 

Within the outer hue of defence is a second, constructed on the same 
piindple, its course being bent to take advantage of nntuial features. 11ns 
second ranipatt is finished, and appears to be impregnable 

I’he third defence is far off southward, girdling the very base point of the 
shicld-.slniped tract of coimtiy ; and is not more tlian a twelfth of the length 
of the others. It is a continuous entrenchment of ditches and rampaits, and 
its object — that of covering a forced embarkation— is rendered appatent by 
some rocking English transports off the shore hard by. 

DUMB SHOW 

Innumerable human figures are busying themselves like cheese-mites all 
along the northernmost frontage, undercutting easy slopes into steep ones, 
digging ditches, piling stones, felling trees, dragging them, and mterlacing 
them along the front as required. 

On the second breastwork, which is completed, only a few figures move. 

On the third breastwork, which is fully matured and equipped, mmutc red 
sentinels creep backwards and forwards noiselessly. 

As time passes three reddish-grey streams of marching men loom out to 
the north, advancing southward along three* roads towards three diverse 
poinl.s in the first defence. These foi m the English army, (‘utcring the lines 
for shelter. Looked down upon, their motion set'ius peristaltic and vermicular, 
like that of three caterpillars. The division on tin* left is under Licton, in 
the centre under Leitji g ra,! (^olc. and on the extreim* right, by Alhandra, 
under, I Jill I^esicle one of the roads two or three of the soldiers are dangling 
from a tree by the neck, probably for plund(*ring. 

The Dumb vSHow ends, and the point of view sinks to the earth. 


SCENE n 

THE SAME. OUTSIDE THE LINES 

The winter day has gloomed to a stormful twening, and the road outside 
the Oast line of defence forms the foreground of tin* stage, 

Enter in the dusk from the hills to the north of the entrenchment, near 
Calandrix, a group of horsemen, which includes M assign a, in command of 
the French foro(*s, F<)Yj__ 140I.son, and other officers^ofliisTCTT” 

They ride forward m tluTtWIIlght and tempest, and reconnoitre, till they 
see against the sky the ramparts blocking the road they pursue. They halt 
silently. MassiSna, pusizled, cnde.avours with his glass to make out the 
obstacle. 

Massi^na 

Something stands here to peril our advance, 

Or even prevent it 1 
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Foy 

These are the English lines — 
Their outer horns and tubks— wheieof I spoke, 
Constructed by Loid Wellington of late 
To keep his foothold firm in Portugal. 

Masskna 

Thrusts he his burly, bossed disfigurements 
So far to north as this ? I had pictured me 
They lay much nearer Lisbon. Little strange 
Lord Wellington rode placid at Busaco 
With this behind* his back ! Well, it is hard 
But that we turn them somewhere, I assume? 

They scarce can close up every southward gap 
Between the Tagus and the Atlantic Sea. 

Foy 

I liold they can, and do ; although, no doubt, 

By searching we shall spy some raggedness 
Which custom ed skill may force. 

Mass^.na 

Plain Tis, no less, 

We may heap corpses vainly heieabout, 

And ciack good bones in waste. By human power 
This jjasscs mounting ! What say you’s behind ? 

Loison 

Another line exactly like the first, 

But more matured. Behind its back a third. 

MASSI'NA 

How long have these prim ponderosities 
Been reaiing up their foreheads to the moon? 

Loison 

Some months in all. I know not quite how long. 
They are Lord Wellington's select device, 

And, like him, heavy, slow, laborious, sure. 
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Massi?.na 

May he enjoy their surencss. He deserves to. 

I had no inkling of such barriers here. 

A good road runs along their front, it seems, 

Which offers us advantage. . . . Wlial a night 1 

The tempest ciies dismally about tlio eaitlivvoiks above them, as the 
reconnoitrers linger m the slight shelter the lower giound afloicls. They arc 
about to turn back. 

Enter from the cioss-road to the right JtiNOT and some more officers. 
They come up at a signal that the others arc those they lately parted from. 

JUNOT 

We have ridden along as far as Calandrix, 

Favoured therein by this disordered night, 

Which tongues its language to the disguise of ours ; 

And find amid the vale an open route 
That, well manoeuvred, may be practicable. 


Masskna 

ni look now at it, while the weather aids. 

If it may serve our end when all’s prepared 
So good. If not, some other to the west. 

Exeunt Massi^ina, Foy,^ and the lest by the paved 

emssway toThS “nglTt. 

The wind continues to prevail as the spot is loft desolate, the darkness 
increases, rain descends more heavily, and the scene is blotted out. 


SCENE III 

PARTS. THE TUILKRIES 

The anteroom to the h^MPRKSS Marik Lomsi-.'s bed-chamber, in wliicb 
are discovered NAPOLiJicm in his dressing-gown, the Duchkss of Monte- 
BKi.Ko, and other ladies-in-waiting, tlie first physkdan, and the 

second physician liouHDiKR. 

The time is bTOPTTffiiwn. The Kmi*kror walks up and down, throws 
himself on a sofa, or stands at the window. A cry of anguish comes 
occasionally from within. 

NAiH)ra-:()N opens the door and speaks into the bed-chamber. 

NapoliSon 


How now, Dubois ? 
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Voice of Dubois the Accoucheur (nenously) 

Less well, sire, than I hoped ; 

I fear no skill can save them both. 

NAPOLiloN (agitated) 

Oood God I 

Exit CoRVisARi into the bod-rooni. Enter Dl’Bois. 

Dubois (with hesitation; 

Wliich life is to be saved ? Tlie Empress, sire, 

Lies in great jeopardy. I have not known 
In my long years of many-featured practice 
An instance m a thousand fall out so. 

Napoleon 

Then save the mother, pray ! Think but of her ; 

It is her privilege, and my command. — 

Don’t lose your head, Dubois, at this tight time : 

Your furthest skill can work but what it may. 

Fancy that you are merely standing by 
A shop-wife's couch, say, in the Rue Saint Denis ; 

Show the aplomb and phlegm that you would show 
Did such a bed receive your ministry. 

. [Exit Dubois. 

Voice of Marie Louise (within) 

O pray, pray don’t ! Those ugly things terrify me ! Why 
should I be tortured even if I am but a means to an end ! Let 
me die I It was cruel of him to bung this upon me * 

Exit NAPoijfo.N impatiently to the bed-room. 

Voice of Madame de Montesquiou (withm) 

Keep up your spirits, madame ^ I have been through it my- 
self, and I assure you there is no danger to you. It is going on 
all right, and I am holding you. 

Voice of Napoleon (withm) 

Heaven above ! Why did you not keep those cursed sugar- 
tongs out of her sight ? How is she going to get through it if 
you frighten her like this ? 
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Voice of Dubois (within) 

If you will pardon me, your Majesty, 

I must implore you not to interfere ! 

ril not be scapegoat for the consequence 

If, birc, you do ! Better for her sake fai 

Would you withdraw. The sight of 3^0111* concern 

But agitates and weakens her enduiance. 

I will inform you all, and call you back 
If things should worsen here. 

Re-enter Napoi.i^on from the bed-chambei He half shuts the door, and 
remains close to it listening, pale and nervous. 

Bourbier 

I ask you, sire, 

To harass yourself less with this event, 

Which may amend anon : I much regret 
The honoured mother of your Majesty, 

And sister too, should both have left ere now, 

Whose solace would have bridged these anxious hours. 

NAPOLf:ON (absently) 

As we were not expecting it so soon 
I begged they would sit up no longer here. . . . 

She ought to get along ; she has help enough 
With that half-dozetji of them at hand within- — 

Skilled Madame Blaise the nurse, and two besides, 
Madame dc Montesquiou and Madame Ballant 

Dubois (speaking through the doorway) 

Fast is the question, sire, of which to save 1 
'Fhe child is dead ; the while her Majesty 
Is getting through it well 

NAP0Lt50N 

Praise Heaven for that! 

’ ril not grieve overmuch about the child. . , , 

Never shall she go through this strain again 
To lay down a dynastic line for me. 

Duchess of Montkbki.i.o (aside to second lady) 

He only says that now. In cold blood it would be far othep 
wise. That’s how men are. 
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Voice of Madame Blaise (\Mthin) 

Doctor, the child's ahve I 

(The ciy of an infant is hoaid. ) 

Voice of Dubois (calling from within) 

Sire, both arc saved. 

NAPOLltoN iiislies into the chambci, and is heaid k.ss’ng -Marie Louise. 

Voice of IMadame Blaise (within) 

A vigorous boy, your Imperial Majesty. The brandy and hot 
napkins brought him to. 

Duchess or ?^Iontep>ello 

It is as I expected. A healthy young woman of her build had 
every chance of doing veil, despite the doctors 
An interval. 

Napoleon (re-entering radiantly) 

We have achieved a healthy heir, good dames, 

And in the feat the Empress was most brave, 

Although she suffered much — so much, indeed, 

That I would sooner father no more sons 
Than have so fair a fruit-tree undergo 
Another wi'cnching of such magnitude. 

He walks to the window, pulls aside the curtains, and looks out It is a 
joyful spring morning The Tiiileries’ gardens aie thronged with an immense 
crowd, kept at a little distance oft' the Palace by a cord Tlie windows of 
the neigh lx>ui mg houses are full of gazers, and the streets are thionged with 
halting carriages, then inmates awaiting the event 

Spirit of the Years (whispering to Napoleon) 

yi/ this hi^c^h hou7- there broods a rivoman ?ngh, 

A y, here in Pans, with her child and tin 71 c, 

Who 7111 ght have played this part with truer eye 
To thee and to thy co7itempIatcd Ime • 

Napoleon (soliloquizing) 

Strange that just now there flashes on my soul 
That little one I loved in Warsaw days, 

Mane Walewska, and my boy by her ! — 
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She was shown faithless by a foul intrigue 
Till fate sealed up her opportunity. . . . 

But what’s one woman’s fortune more or less 
Beside the schemes of kings !- — Ah, there’s the news I 
A gun ifa henid fioin tho Invalidcs 

Crowd (excitedly) 

One ! 

Another rcpoit of the gun, and another, succeed. 

Two ! Three ! Four ! 

The firing and counting proceed to twenty-one, when there is gieat 
suspense. The gun fires again, and the excitement is doubled 
Twenty-two ! A boy ! 

The remainder of the counting up to a hundred-and-one is drowned in 
huzzas. Bells begin ringing, and from the Champ de Mars a balloon 
ascends, from which the tidings are scattered in hand-bills as it floats away 
across France. 

Enter Ahe ^President of the Senate, .CAMaAd^afis, Berthier, 
Lehrun, and other officers of state. NapoiTion turns fiom the window. 

Camrackrks 

Unstinted gratulations and goodwill 
We bring to your Imperial^Majesty, 

While still resounds the supcrfiux of joy 
With which your people welcome this live star 
Upon the horizon of our history 1 

President of Senate 
All bles.sings at their goodliest will grace 
The advent of this New Messiah, sire, 

Of fairer prospects than the former one, 

Whose coming at so apt an hour endues 
'The widening glory of your high exploits 
With permanence, and dings the dimness far 
lliat cloaked the future of our chronicle I 

NAPOLflON 

thanks ; though, gentlemen, upon my soul 
Yon might have drawn the line at the Messiah. 

But I excuse you. — Yes, the boy has come ; 

He took .some coaxing, but he’s here at last.— 

And what news brings the morning from without ? 

I know of none but this the Empress now 
Trumps to the world from the adjoining room. 
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President of Senate 

Nothing in Europe, sire, that can compare 
In magnitude tbcreviuh to moie effect 
Than with an eagle some fraii finch or %\ren. 

To wit : the ban on English trade prevailing, 

Subjects our merchant-houses to such strain 

That many of the best see bankruptcy 

Like a grim ghost ahead. Next Vveek, they sa> 

In secret here, six of the largest close. 

Napoleon 

It shall not be ! Our burst of natal joy 
Must not be sullied by so mean a thing : 

Aid shall be rendered. Much as we may suffer, 
England must suffer more, and I am content 
What has come in from Spam and Portugal ? 

Bfrthier 

Vaguely-voiced rumours, sire, but nothing more, 
Which travel countries quick as earthquake-thrills, 

No mortal knowing how. 

Napoleon 

Of Massena ? 

Bertpiier 

Yea. Pie retreats for prudence* sake, it seems, 
Before Lord W^ellington, Dispatches soon 
Must reach your Majesty, explaining all. 

Napoleon 

Ever retreating ’ Why declines he so 
From all his olden prowess? Why, again, 

Did he give battle at Busaco lately, 

W^hen Lisbon could be marched on without strain ? 
Why has he dallied by the Tagus bank 
And shunned the obvious course ? I gave hin]J:J.e.y, 
,^,Qult, and Junot, and eighty thousand men, 

Ancf he does "nblhing. Really it might seem 
As though we meant to let this Wellington 
Be even with us there ! 
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Berthier 

His mighty forts 

At Torres Vedras hamper Massdna, 

And quite preclude advance. 

NapoiJ.on 

0 well — no matter : 

Why should I linger on these haps of war 
Now that I have a son ! 

Exeunt Napoleon by one door and by another the President op the 
Senate, CAMBACiiRfes, Lebrun, Berthier, and officials 

Chorus of Ironic Spirits (aerial music) 

The Will Itself is slave to him, 

And holds it blissful to obey / — 

He said, Go to; it is my %vhim 

To bed a bride without delay. 

Who shall unite my dull new name 
With 07 te that shone in Caesar'" s day. 

She 7 nust conceive — yotc hear my claim f — 

And bear a son — 710 daughte 7 \ 77 lift d — 

Who shall ha 7 td 07i 77iy fo7in and fz77ie 

“ To future tvnes as I have desig 7 ied; 

A 7 id at the buih throughout the land 
Afust ca 7 i 7 to?i roar atid alphor 7 ts wind I ^ 

The Will grew conscious at C 077 t 777 a 7 id, 

And ordered issue as he f I a 7 i 7 ied. 

The interior of the Paliice is veiled. 


SCENE IV 
SPAIN. AIJIUKRA 

The dawn of a nikhMay day in the same spring shows the village of 
Albuera with the country around it, as viewixl from the summit of a line of 
hills on which the English and their allies are ranged under Becesford. Tlie 
landscape swept by the eye includ(’s to the right foregroundoTnlT loftier 
than any, and somewhat detached from the range. Tlie green slopes behind 
and around this hill are untrodden — though in a few hours to be the 
sanguinary scene of the most murderous struggle of the whole war. 

The village itself lies to the left foreground, with its stream flowing behind 
it from the distance on the right. A creeping brook at the bottom of the 
heights held by the English joins the stream by the village. Behind the 
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stream some of the French foiccs aie \’Sible. Aw a} Ijehind these stretches 
a great wood se\CTal miles m area, out of \shich the Albuera stream emerges, 
and behind the furtlicst \eige ot the wood the mornmg sky hghters momently 
The buds in the wood, imawaie that this day is to be different from ever} 
other day they have known theie, rae lieard singing their overtuies with their 
usual scieiiity 

DUMTl SHOW 

As objects grow nioie distinct it can be peiceived that some strategic 
dispositions of th(‘ niglit aie being completed by the French forces, which the 
evening before lay 111 the woodland to the from of the English aimy They 
have emeiged during the darkness, and large sections of them— infantry, 
cuirassiers, and aitillcry— have crept round to Bej^sford’s light without ins 
suspecting the movement, wheie they he hidden by the gieat hill aforesaid, 
though not nioie than half-a-inile fiom his pght wing. 

Spirit of the Years 
A hot ado goes fo 7 ‘'ward here to-day^ 

If I may 7 xad the Ii;i;/ia? 7 ent I 7 ite 7 it 
From stg)n a 7 id tokc 7 ?s bUfit 
With %veird tau'cst along the fir 77 ia 7 }ie 77 t 
Of causal coils i 7 i fa si>io 7 iate display. 

— Look 7 ta 7 *rowly^ a 7 td evhat you ^witness say. 

Spirit of the Pities 
I see red smears up 07 t the sickly dawTi, 

And scefjiing drops of gore. O71 earth below 
Are 7 ne 7 t — un 7 iaiured a 7 id mechanic-drawn — 

Mixt nafi 07 ialities in 7 'ow a 72 d row, 

Wheelmg them to and fro 
Jn }noves dissociate froni their souls^ <ie 772 and^ 

For dynasid e 7 ids that few eve 7 i ufidersiand / 

Spirit of the Years 
Speak niorc 77 iaterially^ a 7 id less m d 7 'ea 7 n. 

Spirit of Rumour 

III do it. . . . The stir of strife gf^ows well defined 
A 7 VU 7 id the hamlet aiid the church thereby : 

Ttll^ from the wood, the poiiderous cohmins wind. 

Guided by Qpdinot , with WeHfjiigh. 

They bear upon the vill. But the g-niff guns 
Of JOickdon^s Portugiicse 

Pimch spectral vistas thi'ough the maze of these I . . 

More Frenchmen press, and roaring anlipho 7 is 
Of caiinonry coiituse the roofs and walls a 7 id trees. 
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Spirit of the Pities 

Wrecked are the ancicfit bridge^ the green spring plot^ 
The blooming fruit-tree^ the fair fo%ver-knoi ! 

r Spirit of Rumour 
Yet the true mischief to the English might 
Is meant to fall not there. Look to the rigJf 
And read the shaping sclmne bf yon hill-side^ 

Where cannon^ fool brisk dragoons you see^ 

With Werle a7id Latour-Maubourg to guule^ 

Waiting to breast the hill-brow bloodily. 

BerEw^fo rd now becomes aware of this project on his flank, and sends 
orders to throw back his right to face the attack The older is not obeyed. 
Almost at the same moment the French rush is made, the Spanish and 
Portuguese allies of the English are beaten back, and the hill is won. But 
two English divisions bear from the centre of their front, *and plod desperately 
up the hill to retake it. 

Spirit Sinister 

No'w he ainong us who may wish to be 
A skilled practitioner m slaughtefy.^ 

Should watch this hoiiYs fruition yonder there., 

And he will k7icnv, if hiow mg ever were, 

How mortals inay be pred their fleshly cells, 

A7id quaint red doo7's set ope in sweati 77 g fells, 

By 77iethods swift afid slow and foul a/id fair / 

The English, who have plunged up the hill, are caught in a heavy mist, 
that hides from them an advance in their rear of the lancers and hussars of 
the enemy. The lines of the Buffs, the Sixty-sixth, and those of the h''orty« 
eighth, who were with them, in a chao.s of smoke, steel, sweat, cufses, and 
blootl, are beheld melting down like wax from an erect position to confused 
heap.s, Their forms he rigid, or twitch and turn, as they are trampled over 
by the hoofs of the ciuany’s horse. Those that have not fallen are taken. 

Spirit of the PrriKS 

li wo7ks as you, fmtym/zy Phan to/n, wist/ . . * 

Whose is that tosoermg' forzn 
Thai tears across the zziist 
To where the shocks are soirst f — his with arfu 
Outstretched, and g7i77iy face, atid bloodshot eye, 

Like one who, having done his deeds, will die f 

Spirit of Rumour 
He is one Beresford^ who heads the fight 
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Spirit or the Pities 

He calls the sight 

Despite itself I — pa7'Vtes yu II lancer's thrict. 

And ^Jifh his oicn sico7\i I'enders dust to dust I 

The ghastly climax of the stiife is leached , the combatants are seen to be 
firing gi cipe and canistei at speaking distance, and discharging musketr}* m 
each othei’b fatci when so close that their complexions iray be lecognized. 
IJol corpses, then mouths blackened h\ caitndge-biting, and surrounded Ly 
cast-ciway knapsacks, fiielock'^, hats, stocks, flint-boxes, and priming-horns, 
logcllier w ith icd and blue rags of dothing, gaiteis, epaulettes, limbs, and 
Msccra, accumulate on the slopcb, increasing fiom twos and thiees to half- 
dozens, and from half-dozens to heaps, which steam with their own warmth 
as the spring rain falls gently upon them. 

The critical instant has come, and the English break. But a comparatnely 
ficVn duision, w'lth fusileers, is brought into the turmoil by Hardinge and 
COEK, and these make one last strain to sa\e the day, and iheir names and 
lives The fusileers mount the incline, and issuing fiom the smoke and mist 
startle the enemy by their aiiival on a spot deemed won 

Semichorus I ov a'HE Pities (aerial musicy 

They come, heset by riddling hail ^ 

TJuy sway like sedges in a gale; 

They fail^ and win ^ and win^ and fail, Albiiera! 

Semichorus II 

They gam the ground there,, yard by yard^ 

Their bt'ows and hair and lashes charred,^ 

Their blackened fccih set firm and hard. 

Semichorus I 

Their mad assailants rave and reelj 
And fau\ as men who scorn to feel,, 

Hie close-lined,, three-edged prongs of sieeL 

Semichorus II 

kill faintness follows closing-in, 

IVhcn, faltering headlong dozun, they spin 

Like leaves. But those pay well who win Albuera, 

Semicpiorus I 

Out of six thousand sotds that swarc 
To hold the mount, or pass elsewhere. 

But eighteen hundred muster there. 
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Semichorus II 

Pale Colonels^ CaptainSy ra?i/cs'men Iky 
Fad7ig the earth or facing sky ; — 

Ihcy strove to livCy they stf^etch to die. 

Skmichorus I 

FriciidSyJoemeny mingle; heap and heap,'— 

Hide their hacked hones, Earth / — deep, deep, deep, 
IVhere haimiless worms caress atid C7rep, 

Chorus 

Hide their hacked bones, Eaidh / — deep, deep, deep, 
Where harfjtless worJJis caress aiid C7^eep . — 

What ifian can grieve ? what woman weep ? 
Better than wakmg is to sleep / Alhuera ^ 

The night comes on, and darkness covers the battle-field. 


SCENE V 


WINDSOR CASTLE. A ROOM IN THE KING’S APAR'I’MENTS 


'Fhe walls of the room are padded, and also the articles of furniture, the 
stuffings being overlaid with satin and velvet, on which ar<‘ woiked in gf>ld 
thread monograms and crowns. The windows an» guard<‘d, and the lloor 
covcied with thick cork, carpeted. The time is shortly after the last scene. 

The King is seated by a window, and two of Dr. Wilijs’s attendants are 
in the room. His Majkstv is now sewenty-two ; Jii-s .sight is very defective, 
but he does not look ill. He appears to bo lost in melancholy thought, and 
talks to himself reproachfully, a hurried manner on occa.sion being the only 
irregular symptom that he betrays. 

King 


In my lifetime I did not look after her enough— enough - 
enough 1 And now she is lost to me, and I shall never see her 
more. Had I but known, had I but thought of it 1 Gentlemen, 
when did I lose thc JPmccss^ne lia ? 

First Attendant 

The second of last November, your Majesty. 


King 

And what is it now > 

FirvST Attendant 

Now, sir, it is the beginning of June. 
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King 

Ah, June, I remember 1 . . . The June flowers are not for 
me. I shall never see them ; nor will she. So fond of them as 
she was. . . . Even if I were living* I would never go where 
there are flowers any more! No: I would go to the bleak, 
barren places that she never would walk in, and never knew, so 
that nothing might remind me of her, and make my heail: ache 
more than I can bear I . . . Why, the beginning of June?-—- 
that’s when they are coming to examine me ! {He grows excited.) 

First Attendant (to second attendant, aside) 

Dr. Reynolds ought not to have reminded him of their visit 
It only disquiets him and makes him less fit to see them. 

King 

How long have I been confined here? 

First Attendant 

Since November, sir ; for your health’s sake entirely, as your 
Majesty knows. 

King 

What, what ? So long ? Ah, yes. I must bear it. This is 
the fourth great black gulf in my poor life, is it not ? The 
fourth. 

A signal at the door. The second attendant opens it and whispers. 

Enter softly SiR Henry Halford, Dr., William Heberden, Dr. 
Robert Willis, Dr. Matthew Baillie, the King's Apothecary, and 
one or two other gentlemen. 

King (straining his eyes to discern them) 

What! Are they come? What will they do to me? How 
dare they 1 I am Elector of Hanover ! (Finding Dr. Willis is among 
them he shrieks. ) O, they are going to bleed me — yes, to bleed 
me! (Piteously.) My friends, don’t bleed me- — pray don’t 1 It 
makes me so weak to take my blood. And the leeches do, too, 
when you put so many. You will not be so unkind, I am sure ! 

Willis (to Baillie) 

It is extraordinaxy what a vast aversion he has to bleeding — 
that most salutary remedy, fearlessly practised. He submits to 
leeches as yet, but I won’t say that he will for long without being 
strait-jacketed. 
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King (catching some of the words) 

You will strait-jacket me? O no, no ! 

WlT.LIS 

Leeches are not effective, really. Dr. Home, when 1 
mentioned it to him yesterday, said he would bleed him till he 
fainted if he had charge of him 1 

King 

0 will you do it, sir, against my will, 

And put me, once your king, in needless pain ? 

1 do assure you truly, my good friends, 

That I have done no harm ! In sunnier years 
Ere I was thronelcss, withered to a shade, 

Deprived of my divine authority — 

When I was hale, and ruled the English land — 

I ever did my utmost to promote 

The welfare of my people, body and soul ! 

Right many a morn and night I have prayed and mused 
How I could bring them to a better way* 

So much of me you surely know, my friends, 

And will not hurt me in my weakness here ! 

(He tiemblcs.) 

Spirit of the Pities 

The tears that lie about this f)Hs[/itfi(i si eue 
0/ heavy travail in a suffering soul, 

Moched with the forms and feints oj royalty 
IVhiie scarified by briery Circmnstance^ 
i\ fight drive Compassion past her pat iemy 
To hold that some mean^ monstrous ironist 
/fad built this mistimed fabric of the Spheres 
To watch the throbbings of its captive lives^ 

{The which may Truth forfend)^ and not thy said 
Unmalicedj unimpassioned^ nescient Will I 

Spirit of the Years 

Mild one^ be not too touched with human fate* 

Such is the Drama ; such the Mortal state : 

JVo sigh of thine can null the Plan Predestinate f 
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HALtORD 

We have come to do your Majesty no harm. 

Plere’s Dr. Heberden, whom I am sure you like, 

And this IS Dr. Baillie. We arrive 
But to inquire and gather how you are, 

Thereon to let the Privy Council know, 

And give assurance for your peoples good. 

A brass band is heard playing in a distant part of Whiidsoi, 

King 

Ah — what does that band play for here to-day ? 

She has been dead and I so short a time 1 . . . 

Her hide hands are hardly cold as yet ; 

But they can show such cruel indecency 
As to let trumpets play 1 

Halford 

They guess not, sir, 

That you can hear them, or their chords would cease. 
Their boisterous music fetches back to me 
That, of our errands to your Majesty, 

One was congratulation most sincere 
Upon this glorious victory you have won. 

The news is just in port ; the band booms out 
To celebrate it, and to honour you. 

King 

A victory ? I ? Pray where ? 

Halford 

Indeed so, sir : 

Hard by Albuera— -far.in harried Spain — 

Yes, sir ; you have achieved a victory 
Of dash unmatched and feats unparalleled ! 

King 

lie says I have won a battle ? But I thought 
I was a poor afflicted captive here, 

In darkness lingering out my lonely days, 

Beset with terror of these myrmidons 

That suck my blood like vampires I Ay, ay, ay ! — 

L 2 
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No aims left to me but to quicken death 
To quicklier please my son 1 — And 3^ct he says 
That I have won a battle ! O God, ('ursc, damn ! 

When will the speech of the world accord with truth, 

And men’s tongues loll sinceiely ! 

Gentijcman (aside) 

Faith, ’twould seem 

As if the madman were the sanest here I 

The King’s face has flushed, and he becomes violent. The attendants 
rush forward to him. 

Spirit of the Pities 

"Something within 7ne aches to fray 
To some Girat Heart, to take away 
This evil day, this evil day I 

Chorus Ironic 

Ha ha I Thafsy^ood, Ihoadt pray to Jt 
But who'c do Its compassions sit ? 

Yea, where abides the heart of It f 

Is it where skyfi?rs flame and flit, 

Or solar craters spew and spit, 

Or ultra-steUar night-web'^ Imit? 

What is Its shape ? Hafts counterfeit ‘i 
That turns in some far sphere unlit 
'The Wheel which drives the Infinite f 

Spirit of the Pities 

« Mock on, mock on I Yet Pit go pnay 
To some Great Heart, who haply may 
Charm mofial miseries away / 

The Kinc'/s paroxysm continues. The atttMidants hold him. 

TUttorp 

This is distressing. One can never tell 

Plow he will take things now. I thought Albuera 

A subject that would surely solace him. 

These paroxysms — have they been bad this week ? (To 
Attendants. ) 
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First Attendant 

Sir Heniy, no. He has quite often named 
The late Princess, as gently as a child 
A little bird found starved. 

Willis (aside to apothecaiy) 

I must increase the opium to-night, and lower him by a double 
set of leeches since he woirt stand the lancet quietly. 

Apothecary 

You should take twenty ounces, doctor, if a drop — indeed, 
go on blooding till he’s unconscious. He is too robust by ha.lf. 
And the watering-pot would do good again — not less than si.n: 
feet above his head. See how heated he is. 

Willis 

Curse that town band. It will have to be stopped. 

Hederden 

The same thing is going on all over England, no doubt, on 
account of this victoiy. 

Halford 

When he is in a more domineering mood he likes such 
allusions to his lank as king. ... If he could resume his w'alks 
on the terrace he might improve slightly. But it is too soon yet. 
We must consider whait w^e shall report to the Council. There is 
little hope of his being much better. What do you think, Willis? 

Willis 

None. He is done for this time 1 

Halford 

Well, w'c must soften it dowm a little, so as not to upset the 
Queen too much, poor w'oman, and distract the Council un- 
necessarily. Eldon will go pumping up bucketfuls, and^ the 
Archbishops aic so easily shocked that a certain conventional 
reserve is almost forced upon us. 
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Wir.LLS (returning fiom the King) 

He is already better. The paroxysm has nearly passed. Your 
opinion will be far more favourable before you leave. 

I'he King soon giows calm, and the expiessson of his face changes to one 
of dejection. The attendants leave Ins side : he binids his head, and covers 
his face with his hand, while his lip.s move as if in prayer, lie then turns to 
them. 


Kino (meekly) 

I am most truly sorry, gentlemen, 

If I have used language that would seem to show 
Discourtesy to you for your good help 
In this unhappy malady of mine I 

My nerves unstring, my friends ; my flesh grows weak : 

“ The good that I would do I leave undone, 

The evil which I would not, that I do ! ” 

Shame, shame on me ! 

WiLlds (aside to the others) 

Now he will be as low as before he was in the other extreme. 
King 

A king should bear him kingly ; I, of all, 

One of so long a line, O shame on me I . . . 

—This battle that you speak of ? — Spain, of course ? 
Ah— Albuera ! And many fallen —eh ? Yes ? 

Halford 

Many hot hearts, sir, cold, I grieve to say. 

There’s Major-General IJoghton, Captain Jlourke, 

And Herbert of the Third, Lieutenant Fp.x, 

And Captains. Erck and Montague, and more. 

With Majors-CTcncral Cole and Stewart wounded, 

And Quartermaster-General Wallace loo : 

A total of three generals, colonels five, 

.Five majors, fifty captains ; and to these 
Add ensigns and lieutenants sixscore odd, 

Who went out, but returned not. Heavily tithed 

Were the attenuate battalions there 

Who stood and bearded Death by the houi; that day ! 
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King 

O fearful price for \ ictory ! Add thereto 
All those I lost at Walcheren. — A crime 
Lay there ! . . . I stood on Chatham's being sent : 
It wears on me, till I am unfit to live ! 


Wil,Lis (aside to the others) 

Don’t let him get on that Walcheren business. There will be 
another outbreak. Heberden, please ye talk to him. He fancies 
you most. 

Heberden 

ni tell him some of the brilliant feats of the battle. (He goes 
and talks to the King ) 


Willis (to the rest) 

Well, my inside begins to cry cupboard. I had bieakfast 
early. We liave enough particulars now to face the Queen’s 
Council with, I should say, Sir Hemy?- 

Halford 

Yes. — I want to get back to town as soon as possible to-day. 
Mrs. Siddons has a party at her house at Westbourne to-night, 
and all the world js going to be theie. 

Baillie 

Well, I am not. But I have promised to take some friends 
to Vauxhall, as it is a grand gala and fireworks night. IMiss 
Farren is going to smg “ The Canary Bird ” — The Regent’s fete, 
l)y the way, is postponed till the nineteenth, on account of this 
relapse. I’retty grumpy he was at having to do it. All the 
world will be fhe^-e^ sine ! 


Willis 

And some from the Shades, too, of the fair sex. — ^W'ell, here 
comes Heberden. He has pacified his Majesty nicely. Now we 
can get away. 

The physicians withdraw softly, and the scene is covered. 
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SCENE VI 

LONDON. CARLTON HOUSE AND THE STREEl’S ADJOINING 

It IS a oloutlless miclsummor evetiitig, and ns th(j wi'st fades the stars lieam 
down upon thecily, the even mpf-star han^inii like <i jonquil blossom. They 
aie diniined by the unwonted ladiance which spreads aiound and above 
(airlton Mouse As viewed fioni aloft the f^lare rises thiough th<" skylights, 
floods the forecourt toward.s Pall Mall, and kindles with a diaj'thanous 
glow the hugh tents in the gaidens that ovcilook the Mall. The hour has 
arrived of the Prince Regent’s festivity. 

A stream of carnages and sedan-chairs, moving slowly, sti etches from 
the building along^ Pall Mall into Piccadilly and Llond Street, and crowds fill 
the pavements watching the bejewelled and featheied occupants. In addition 
to the grand entrance inside the Pall Mall colonnade there is a covert little 
“chair-door" m Waiwick Street for sedans only, by which ai rivals are 
perceived to be slipping in almost unobserved. 


Spirit Ironic 

What douiuilc'j are thou\ of sint^uiar expression^ 
Whence no <^i(esf tomes io join the i^emmed procession ; 
That^ 'West tf IIyth\ tin s\ in the Park-side Lane^ 

Each front beettmded like a made of ‘pain f 


Spirit of Rumour 

Therein the prtneety hosfs tioo spouses dwe/i; 

A wife in eath. Jxt me inspect and telL 

The walls of the two hon.ses- -one in Park Lane, the other at Kensington 
- become tran.sjiarent. 

/ see within the first his latter wife - 
That Punedin^^^^ tnm>e sire 
Yielded Ms breath onJenaK^ reeking pint n^ 

A nd of 7vhose kindred other yet may fall 
Ere hmg^ if character indeed he fate, 

She idles feasting^ and is full of jest 
As each gay chariot rumbles to the rout, 

** I rank like your Archbishops^ 7 tames f laughs she ; 

‘‘ Denied my husbands honours. Funny me 

Suddenly a Peau on his way to the Carlton liouse festival ho.ltvS at hei 
house, calls, and i.s shown in. 



SCENE VT 


PART SECOND 


He bru2g.s /icr nt'ivs iJiat a p'c^Ji favou7-iie 7'uhs 
FIcr Iiuiiba)Td s 7 -cady heart . likt'ijm of those 
Obiitta^c and unmissed coitt'het':, late ceceased^ 

T I I’o havL 111 natne bccti biddeti to the feast 
Jly blimdertttg iscribcs, 

'rho Pnnccss is seen to jump up from table at some woids fi om her \.sitor 
raid clap hei hands. 

These tidmgi>, jif.ciaposed^ 

Have fii'cd her hot vith ctmosity^ 

And hi her quick mvenhon 2011/1 a plan. 

Princess of Wales 

Mine God, Pll go disguised — in some dead name 
And enter by the Icetle, sly, chair-door 
Designed for those not welcomed openly. 

There unobser\ed I'll note mine new supplantcr ! 

'Tis indiscreet ? Let indiscretion lule, 

Since caution pensions me so scurvily 1 

Spirit Ironic 

Good, No 2V for the other S2veet and slighted spouse. 
Spirit of Rumour 

The sciond tvof hades the FitHtcrbeid Fair ; 

Rc^et'vcd^ pc 7 ' 2 >crse. As' coach atid cod'cTf roll ly 
She niope^ 2vilJmi her lattice j la?npless, lonc^ 

A 1 if she grieved at her tmgt'acious fate, 

A nd yet 2vcre loth to kill the sting of it 
By frankly fotf citing the Prmce and t02un. 

^•Hh'ddenf says she, “ but as one love of t'ank, 

And go I mnll tiof so un^aorthily, 

To sit 2Vith common dames / ” — A fbppatit friettd 
Writer then that a new pla?iet stcays lo-mg/it 
The seme of her erratic lord; vi’hcreoti 
The fair FiiHict'berl tnuses hankermgly, 

Mrs Fitzherbert (soliloquizing) 

The guest-card which I publicly refused 
Might, as a fancy, privately be used ! . . . 

Yes— one last look — a wordless, wan farewell 
To this false life which glooms me like a knell, 

And him, the cause ; from some hid nook survey 
His new magnificence ; — then go for aye ^ 
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Spirit of Rumour 

S/i£ c/oaks and veils ^ and in her private chair 
Passes the Princess also stealing there-— 

Two honest wives^ and yet a differing pair I 

Spirit Ironic 

With da me S' of strange repute^ who hear a ticket 
For screened admission by the private wicket. 

Chorus of Ironic Spirii's (aerial music) 

A wife of the body, a wife of the mind, 

A wife somewhat frowsy, a wife too refined: 

Could the twain but grow one, and no other dames be, 

No husband tn Europe more steadfast than he / 

Spirit of the Years 

Cease fooling on weak waifs who love and wed 
But as the unw eating Urger may bestead I -- 
See them withinside, douce and diamonded. 

The walls of Carlton House open, and the spectator finds himself con- 
frontmjy the revel 


SCENE VII 

THE SAME. THE INTERIOR OF CARLTON HOUSE 

A central hall is disclosed, radiant with constellations of canrlles, lamps, 
and lanhirns, and decorated with fiowerinf( shrubs. An optmin^ on the left 
reveals the C»rand Councibchamlxa* prepared for dancing, the floor being 
chalked with arabesques having in the centre *'(1. Ill, R.," with a crown, 
arms, and supporters, Orange-tre(!S and rose-bushes in bloom stand against 
the walls, On the right hand ext(‘nds a glittering vi.sta of the supper- rooms 
and tables, now crow<led with gue.sts. This display rejiehe.s as far as the 
conservatory westward, and branches into long ttjuts on the lawn. 

On a «lais at the chief table, laid with gold and silver plate, the Prince 
Regent sit.s like a lay figure, in a state chair of crimson and gold, with six 
servants at his back* He swelters in a gtirgeous unifoim of scarlet and gold 
lace which represents him as a Field Marshal, and he is surrounded by a 
hunch cd-and-forty of his particular friends, 

Down the middle of this state -table* runs a purling brook cro.sscd by 
quaint bridges, in which gold and silver fish frisk about between banks of 
mo.ss and flowers, 'Fhe whole scene is lit with wax candles in chandeliers, 
and in countless candelabra on the tables. 

The people at the upper tables include the Duchess of York, looking tired 
firom having' just received as hostess most of the ladies present, except thosf? 
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who have come informally, Louis XVIII. of France, the Duchess of 
Angouleme, all the English Royal Dukes, nearly all the ordinary Dukes and 
Duchesses , also the Loid Chancellor, the Speaker, the Chancellor of the 
Exchequei and other Ministers, the Lord Mayor and Lady Mayoress, all the 
more fashionable of the other Peers, Peeresses, and Members of Parliament, 
Generals, Admirals, and Mayors, with their wives The ladies of position 
wear, almost to the extent of a uniform, a nodding head-dress of ostrich 
feathers with diamonds, and gowns of white satin embroidered in gold or 
silver, on which, owing to the heat, dribbles of w'ax from the chandeliers 
occasionally fall 

The Guards’ bands play, and attendants rush about In blue and gold lace 

Spirit of the Pities 

T/te Qjuecfi^ the Regent^ s mother^ sits not here j 
Wanting^ too^ are his sisters^ I perceive ; 

And it is well. With the distempered King 
Immured at Windsor, sore distraught or dying. 

If borders ?iigh on an mdecency 

In their regard, that this loud feast is kepi, 

A thought 7tot strange to 7nany, as I read, 

Even of those gathered here. 

Spirit Ironic 

My dear phantom and ci'ony, the glooin upon their faces is due 
rather to their having bonvwed those diafnonds at eleven per cent 
than to their loyalty to a suffering monarch / But let us test the 
fechng, PU spread a report, 

I-Ie calls up the Spirit of Rumour, who scatteis whispers through the 
assemblage 

A Guest (to his neighboui) 

Plave you heard this report — that the King is dead ? 

Another Guest 

It has just reached me from the other side* Can it be true ? 
Third Guest 

I think it probable. He has been very ill all the week. 

Prince Regent 

Dead ? Then my fete is spoilt, by God I 
Sheridan 

Long live the King ! (He holds up his glass and bows to the Regent.) 
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March lONKSH of Hertford (the new favourite, to the Regent) 

I'hc news is more natural than the moment of it ! It is too 
cruel to you that it should happen now ! 

Prince Re<;knt 

Damn me, though ; can it be true? (He piovisionally ihiows a 
n'ga) air into his countenance.) 

Duchess of York (on the Regent’s left) 

I hardly can believe it. Hiis forenoon 
He was reported mending. 

Duchess of Angoulemk (on the Regent’s right) 

On this side 

They are asserting that the news is false — 

That Buonaparte’s child, the King of Rome,” 

Is dead, and not your royal father, sire. 

Prince Regent 

'riiat’s mighty fortunate ! Had it been true, 

I should have been abused by all the world — 

The t,)ueen the keenest of the chorus too 
lliough 1 liave been postponing this pledged feast 
'Through day.s and weck.s, in hopes the King would mend, 
'I'ill expectation fusted with delay. 

But give a dog a bad name "-or a Prince ! 

So, then, it is this new-come King of Rome 

Who has passed or ever the world has welcomed him! . . . 

Kail him a king • -that pompous upstart’s son— 

Ik'side UB scions of the ancient lines ! 

Duke of Bedford 

I think that rumour untrue also, sir. I heard it as I drove up 
from Woburn this evening, and it was contradicted then. 

Prince Regent 

Drove up thi.s evening, did ye, Duke. Why did you cut it so 
close ? 

. DXTKK OF Bedford 

W(;ll, it so happened that my sheep-shearing dinner was fixed 
for this very day^ and I couldn’t put it off. So I dined with 
them there at one o’clock, discussed the sheep, rushed off, drove ' 
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the two-aiid-forty miles, jumped mto my clothes at my house 
here, and i cached your Royal Highness's door m no vciy bad 
time. 

Prince Regent 

. Capital, capital. But, ’pon rny soul, ‘twas a close sha\e ' 

Soon the babblino and gliltenng companj rise from supper, ana begin 
promenading Uiiough the looms and tents, the Regent setting the e.\ample, 
and mixing up and talking unceiemoiiiously with h’s guests of e\ery degiee. 
lie and the gioup round him disappear into the remoter chambeis , but 
many concentiate in the Grecian Hall, which forms the foieground of the 
scene, whence a glance can be obtained into the ball-ioom, now tilled with 
dancers 

The band is playing the tune of the season, “The Regency Hornpipe,” 
w’hich is danced as a country-dance by some thirty couples ; so that by the 
time the top couple have danced dov\n the figure they are quite breathless 
Two \oung loids talk desultorily as they survey the scene 

First Lord 

Are the lumours of ihe King of Rome’s death conhimed? 
Second Lord 

No. But they nre piobably tiue. He was a feeble brat fiom 
the first. I believe they had to baptize him on the day he was 
boin. What can one expect after such piesumpuon — calling 
him the New Messiah, and God know’s what all Ours is the 
only country which did not write fulsome poems about him 
“Wise English’” the Tsar Alexander said drily when he 
lieaid It. 

First Lord 

Ay ’ The affection between that Pompey and Caesar has 
begun to cool. Alexanders soreness at having his sister thrown 
over so cavalierly is not salved yet 

Second Lord 

1'herc IS much besides. Pd lay a guinea there wall be a w^r 
bctw'cen Russia and France before another year has flown. 

First Lord 

Prinny looks a little w'orned to-night. 

Second Lord 

Yes The Queen don’t like the fete being held, considering 
the King’s condition She and her friends say it should have 
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been put off altogether. But the Princess of Wales is not 
tioublcd that way. Though she was not asked herself she went 
wildly off and bought her people new gowns to come in. Poor 
maladroit woman ! . . . 

Another new dance of the yeat is .started, am! another long line of couples 
b<‘gin to loot it. 

That’s a pretty thing they arc doing now. What d’ye call it ? 

First Lord 

Speed the Plough.” It is just out. They are having it 
everywhere. The next is to be one of those foreign things in 
three-eight time they call Waltzes. I question if anybody is up 
to dancing ’em here yet. 

“Speed the Plough" is danced to its conclusion, and the band strikes up 
“ The Copenhagen Waltz." 

Spirit Ironic 

N'mf/ for the wives. They both were tearmg hither^ 

Unless reflection sped them back again ; 

But dignity that nothing else may bend 

Succumbs to wonunis curiosity, 

So deem them here. I\fesscnge7’s, call them nigh / 

I'hc I’Rmfic Rroknt, having gone the round of the other rooms, now 
appears at the ball-room dooi, and .stands looking at the (lancets. Suddenly 
he turns, and gaze.s about with a ruffled face. He sees a tall, red-faced man 
near him — Lord Moiha, one of his friends. 

Prince Regent 

Dammed hot here, Moira. Hottest of all for me! 

Moira 

Yes, it is warm, sir, Plence I do not dance. 

Prince Rkoicnt 

I Pm, What I meant was of another order; 

I spoke it figuratively. 

Moira 

0 indeed, sir? 

Prince Regent 

She’s here. 1 heard her voice. I’ll swear I did ! 
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Moira 

Whoj sir ? 

Prince Regent 

^ Why, the Princess pf Wales. Do you think I could mistake 
those beastly Gb'man*Ps and Bs of hers ?— She asked to come, 
and was denied ; but she’s got here, I’ll wager ye, through the 
chair-door in Warwick Street, which I arranged for a few ladies 
whom I wished to come privately. (He looks about again, and moves 
till he is by a door which affords a peep up the grand staircase ) By God, 
Moira, I see two figures up there who shouldn’t be here — leaning 
over the balustrade of the gallery ! 

, Moira 

Two figures, sir. Whose are they ? 

Prince Regent 

She is one. The Fitzherbert is t’other! O I am almost sure 
it is ! I would have welcomed her, "'but 'she bridled and said she 
wouldn’t sit down at my table as a plain “ Mrs.” to please any- 
body. As I had sworn that on this occasion people should sit 
strictly according to their rank, I wouldn’t give way. Why the 
devil did she come like this ? ’Pon my soul, these women will 
be the death 0 ’ me 1 

Moira (looking cautiously up the stairs) 

I can see nothing of her, sir, nor of the Princess either. 
There is a crowd of idlers up there leaning over the bannisters, 
and you may have mistaken some others for them. 

Prince Regent 

O no. They have drawn back their heads. There have 
been such damned mistakes made in sending out the cards that 

the biggest w in London might be here. She’s watching 

Lady Hertford, that’s what she’s doing. For all their indiffer- 
ence, both of them are as jealous as two cats over one tom. 

Somebody whispers that a lady has fainted up-stairs 
That’s Maria, I’ll swear! She’s always doing it. Whenever I 
hear of some lady fainting about upon the furniture at my 
presence, and sending for a glass of water, I say to myself, 
’Thex*e’s Maria at it again, by God ! 
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Spirit Ironic 

jYow let him hear their voices once again. 

Hie Ri'XiKNT st.uts ;ib he seems to hear fioin the stairs the tongues of the 
two ladies growing loudei .uul nearer, th<* Pkincicss pouiing ieproach<\s into 
one ear, and Mks. Pi rziiKumarr into the oihei. 

PRINC'K Kl'X'.lCNT 

’Od sci/e ’em, Moira : this will dnve me mad ! 

If men of blood must mate with only one 
Of those dear damned dcludcrs called the Sex, 

Why has Heaven teased us with the taste for change? — 
Ood, I begin to loathe the whole curst show ! 

How hot It is ! Get me a glass of brandy, 

Or I shall swoon olf too. Now let’s go out, 

And find some fresher air upon the lawn. 

Here Moiia, Yarmouth ; quick and come along. 

ICxit the Princk Rrcc.KN'r, with Lords Moira and Yarmouth. The 
band .strikes up “ La Belle Catarina," and a new figme is formed. 

Spirit op tiik Yicar.s 

Phantoms,^ }fc stfain your pov'ers undiiiy here^ 

Ufa king Jaini /amiev as they were indeed 
The h 'ligidy IFUks/irm work. 

Spirit Ironic 

Nay, Father, nay/ 

The natives prepared to hasten hitherward 
Under the nann's of some gone down to deaths 
IVho yet were k/dden. Must they not ke here f 

SpiRrr OP THL Ykarh 

IViere lie tong' leagues ke tween a womaFs word--^ 

She 7oi//, indeed she 7 cv 7 /.CL.-. a^id actiny oFt, 

/ f' lieiher those came or no^ thy antics ceascy 
And let the rm7 7vear it out in peace. 

Pkiter Spkncer Th''.R(:i':vAT, the Prime Ministtir, a small* pale, grave- 
looking man* ami tin IhuUT-JSm'etary of Stale, meeting, 

UNDKIjt-SKCRKTARY 

, Is the King of Rome really dead, and the gorgeous gold 
cradle wasted ? 
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Perceval 

O no, he is alive and \va\ing strong : 

That tale has been set travelling more than once. 

But touching it, booms echo to our ear 
Of graver import, unimpeachable. 

U NDER- Secretary 
Your speech is dark. 

Perceval 

Well, a new war in Europe. 

Before the year is out there may arise 
A red campaign outscaling any seen. 

Russia and France the parties to the strife — 

Ay, to the death ^ 

U nder-Secretary 

By Heaven, sir, do you say so ? 

Enter Castlereagh, a tall, handsome man with a Roman nose, who, 
seeing them, approaches 

Perceval 

Ha, Castlereagh. Till now I have missed you here. 

This news is startling for us all, I say ! 

Castlereagh 

My mind is blank on it 1 Since I left office 
I know no more what villainy’s afoot. 

Or virtue either, than an anchoret 
Who mortifies the flesh in some lone cave. 

Perceval 

Well, happily that imiy not last for long. 

But this grave pother that’s just now agog 
May reach such radius in its consequence 
As to outspan our lives ! Yes, Bonaparte 
And Alexander — late such bosom-friends — 

Are closing to a mutual murder-bout 
At which the lips of Europe will wax wan. 

Bonaparte says the fault is not with him, 

And so says Alexander. But we know 
The Austrian knot began their severance. 



320 


THE DYNASTS 


ACT VI 


And that the Polish <j[ucslion lari^ens it. 

Nothing but time is needed for the clash. 

And if so be that Wellington but keep 
Tlis foot in the Peninsula awhile, 
lUitwcen the pestle and the mortar-stone 
01 Russia and of Spain, Napoleon’s brayed. 

SmRJT OF Rumour (to ilie Spirit of the Years) 

Permit 7m now to jam the}7i tmd ionjbin^ 

By what I bri}tg fro77i far, their foixcasting? 

Spirit of the Years 

Thoji k7iowest not g7'eatly niore tha7i they. 

The SiURiT OP THE Years enters the apartment m the shape of a pale, 
hollow-eyed gentleman wearing an embroidered suit. At the same time 
re-enter the Regent, Lords Moira, Yarmouth, Kfith, Lady ITertford, 
.Sheridan, the Duke of Hedpord, with many more notables. The band 
changes into the popular dance, “ Down with the French,” and the characters 
aforesaid look on at the danctMS. 

Spirit ok the Years (to Perceval) 

1 sir ; your text is trmc. In c iosest touch 
With littropeaft iOU7ds imd (Oibinets, 

7'he im77n7ience of dire and deadly war 
Betwixt these east arid western er7iperies 
Is lipped by special pathways to 7nlm ean 
You may not see the impact : ere it co}7ie 
7he to77ib-wor77i 771 ay caress thee (P<jrceval shrinks) ; but 
believe 

Before five ?jio7r have joined the skatten years 
IVhose useless ji/ 77 /s infest the fogg)^ Past, 

Haced thick with teaehi^igs gpMpsed u^iheedingly, 
llte rawest J)y7iast of the gtmip concer7ied 
Will, for the good or ill of 77wte 77mnkind, 

Downdopple to the dust like soldier Sard, 

And Muropds iftouldy-minded oligarchs 
Be propped anew; while gar77?ents roll in blood 
7h co7ifused noise, with burning, and ftdel offre. 

Nations shall lose their noblest in the strife, 

And ire77tble at the tidings of an hour! 

(Pie passes into the crowd and vanishes.) 
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Prince Regent (who has heard with parted lips) 
Who the devil is he ? 


Perceval 

One in the suite of the French piinces, perhaps, sir? — though 
his tone was not monarchical. He seems to be a foreigner, 

Castlereagh 

His manner was that of an old prophet, and his features had a 
Jewish cast, which accounted for his Hebraic style. 

Prince Regent 

He could not have known me, to speak so freely in my 
presence ! 

Sheridan 

I expected to see him write on the w'all, like the gentleman 
with the Pland at Belshazzar’s Feast 

Prince Regent (recovering) 

He seemed to know a damn sight more about what’s going on 
in Euiope, sir (to Percival), than your Government does, with all 
its secret information. 

Perceval 

He is recently over, I conjecture, your Royal Highness, and 
bring.s the latest impressions. 

Prince Regent 

By Gad, sir, I shall have a comfortable lime of it in my 
regency, oi reign, if what he foresees be true ! But I was born 
for war ; it is my destiny ! 

Ue (haws himself up inside his uniform and stalks away. The group 
dissolves, the band continuing stridently, “ Down with the French," as dawn 
glimmers in 

Soon the Regent's guests begin severally and in groups to take leave. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Behold To-morrow nddles the curtains through^ 

And labouring life without shoulders its cross anew / 
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Chorus of the Years (aerial music) 

7£/a/c'/i 7ve here f Look all aromui 
Where Enrobe .spreads her crinkled i^round^ 
From (hmanlee to Hekids mound ^ 

Look all around I 

Hark at the cloud-combed Ural pines ; 

See ho7o each^ 7oa/l/ul-7mse^ inclines; 

Mark the misks labyrinthine lines ; 

Behold the tumbling Biscay Bay; 

The Midland main in silent sway; 

As urged to move them^ so move they. 

No less through regal puppet-shows 
The rapt Determinator throes^ 

That neither good nor evil kno7vs / 

Chorus of the Pities 

I It may nvake and understand 

Ere Earth unshape^ kno7a all things, and 

lilth kno7oledge me a painless hand, 

A painless hand I 

SoUtutit’i reigus in the chambers, and the scene slwts up. 



